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PREFACE, 

4f' "■■' 



^T has been said that the traditionary lore of Ireland, 
'_ and all the marvellous legends and tales about 
the " good people,^' are going fast from the old 
land, and that the native humor of the people is not so 
rich and racy as of old. For my part, however, I am 
optimist enough to believe diflferently ; for personal 
observation in the land of the shamrock has convinced 
me that the people there to-day are just as proud of 
the fairy-lore of their Motherland as were their an- 
cestors of yore. It mattei-s not whether it be within 
the snug farm-house, or by the bright turf-fire in the 
road-side cabin, the traveller and sti-anger will still 
find the Vanithee of the house, or the aged grandsire, 
ever ready to regale him with some quaint chronicle 
of the Pooka, the Leprechaun, the Fetch, or the 
Banshee, with a wit as sparkling as the streamlets in 
Irish glens. 

Some writers aver that the character of a nation 
may be learned from its popular songs and ballads ; 
that the mind, the habits, and the morals of a peoplo 
may be guided by its song writers. Very true ; still, 
I maintain that the traditionary lore of a people is 
calculated to exert even as great an influence, inas- 
nmcl) as the legend whicli is connected with a castle, 
shrine^ or round-tower will live in the memory of 
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the inhabitants of its neighborhood after castle, shrine, 
and round-tower have become ruins. 

And in Irehind one need rarely trudge a mile with- 
out beholding some boreen, rath, lake, hill, or mould- 
• ering stone to which is attached some humorous tale, 
or weird legi*nd. 

In excuse for some of the defects of the Turf-fire 
StorieSf the writer may state that many of them have 
been hastily writtei} within prescribed limits for various 
journals ; but notwithstanding die limited spnce allowed, 
while attempting to portray the Irish peasant, I en- 
deavored as much as possible to avoid caricature, 
bearing in mind the advice given by Hamlet to the 
players: that a subject overdone, "though it make 
tlie unskilful laugh, cannot but make the judicious 
grieve." 

The American reader may rest assured that the 
so-called Irish peasant we sometimes see pictured as 
a compound of idiot and buffoon is simply a creature 
of the imagination, to be found only in the stage farce 
or in the prejudiced pages of some antiJrish magazine. 

The greater number of the following sketches are 
original ; the others have been transcribed, and in 
most cases materially altered, from the musty pages of 
some 

'' Quaint and Curious Volumes of forgottou loi*e.'' 

In conclusion, it only remains for me to express the 
hope tliat the book may be accorded an indulgent re- 
ception by the lovers and well-wishers of the Green 

Barry O'Connor. 
Ksw York, i/ay, 1890. 
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ELL ! Afany a liglithearted bo}' 
and girl will never forget tlie 
sorrows of that terrible sayson. 
Many a rosy cheek lost its beau- 
tifnl hlooni and withered like the 
yellow leaves that fall in autumn. 
The cheering song and the rinjj- 
ing laugh, tliat used to lift the 
thatch with joy in the little cab- 
ins o' Kihnore, had to give place 
the same year to the mournful song o' the Keeners 
who came to wail over the loved ones before they wor 
laid in their last bed in the green church-yard. It 
was then you would hear the bitter sob from old 
and young. Full graves and empty cupboards wor 
])lentiful, while grief and hunger went hand in 
liand. The big houses o' the quality suffered little 
or nothing. Fann'ne spread her big wings far and 
near, but she always conthrived to pass by the strong 
doors o' the rich ; it was the poor alone that felt her 
deadly touch. The very bi: ds on the trees seemed to 
warble nothing but son-owful notes. That was the year 
of the famine ; a cowld chill creeps over me every time I 
think of it Many a weary mile I had to travel, for 
days and weeks, at the risk o' my life, along the wild 
Atlantic Coast, to collect say-weed enough to keep 
body and soid together in the little family it was my 
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10 TUllF-FIUE STORIES. 

daty to support ; but say- weed was poor food to live 
on for seven days in tlie week, and we soon began to 
feel tlie want of proper nourishment ; it was then that 
the famine fever began to sprend itself, and once that 
took howldi it was high time to send for the clergy 
and prepare for a better world. Though nie and mine, 
tlirough die. mercy of Heaven, I am thankful to say, 
esca])ed as if by a miracle. 

One day, in the hate o' summer, when I was nearly 
wasted to a shadow, lumting hidi and low, far and 
near« trying to earn the price ot a crust for tlie wife 
and children, a mighty strange thought entered my 
head. 

I took a little hammer along with me from the cab- 
in* and wandered away on a quiet country road, out- 
side the village, till I got within about half a mile of 
Lord ^Uwillin's domain, where I spied a big hape o' 
stones on one side of the road ; so I sat down, at once 
under a green hedge, and rattled away with my ham- 
mer as busy as a nailer, breakin' the stones into small 
pieces to pave the roads. I used to earn an odd six- 
pence at stone-breakin', and mighty hard-earned money 
it was, I can tell ye. Well, on this particular day 
Fm speakin' of, I knew that owld Killwillin woufd 
soon nave to pass me by on his way home to the Ctostle, 
for he happened to be dining out with a fox-hunting 
earl, that came over from England to enjoy himself 
in Ireland. 

Now Lord Killwillin was as big an owld t5Tant as 
you could find from this to himself; he would think 
no more of crushing a distressed tenant than he would 
of tossing off his tumbler of punch. 

He had a face as red as the setting sun, and a head 

o* hair as gray as a badger, and a corporation tliat 

often put me in mind of an elephant that used to be 

in the Zoological gardens o' the Phconix Park. 

. However, lie had one weak point, and that point al- 
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HIS LOUDSHIP'S COAT. 11 

ways got the upper hand of him, after he got through 
dining on the fato' the land; when he emptied his bot- 
tle o' claret, or sherry, or champagne you would take 
him for another man entirely, and the poor man that 
.was lucky enough to meet him on his way home in 
that state never went empty-handed. He had always 
a gift to bestow while the fit was on him, in the shape 
of a crown piece or a sovereign, more or less, and as 
I happened to be the fii*st m<an in his patli, he found 
me hard at work breakin' the stones as if my very life 
depended on it 

"Lanty Lanagan,** siws he, when he got up to 
where I was workin,^ " I see you are hard at work. 
Tliat's riglit^ my man. Stick to that, and always 
bear in mind the golden motto that * By industry we 
thrive.* If you have no objection. Til sit down by this 
cool spring and have a few minutes chat with you. I 
.begin to feel the weight of this overcoat ; I thought we 
were going to have a rainy day, when I started from 
.the Castle." 

. " No wonder a heavy man like you," says I, " would 
feel tired, luggin' a murtherin' heavy coat like that 
over your arm. Sit down there, sir, and rest yourself," 
says I, pointing to a stone seat beside a clear, bub- 
bling, spring that rushed down from the mountain 
side .and through the hedge, making a purty little 
wejl on the shady side of tlie road, where it was cov- 
ered by tlie branches of a big tree. . - 

"When he sat down, he wiped tlie perspiration from 
his face, and, indeed, his fnt cheeks wor so red at the 
time, I could have lit my pipe .ngain' them. 
:.'" Stone breaking is poor employment, Lanty," says 
he, throwing me his overcoat. "It must be a hard 
way of earning an honest shilling." 

." An honest p^nny, ye^raane," says I ; " for, faix, the 
shillins* are as scarce as good landlords." I thought 
I'd give him a rap while I had the chance. 
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12 TUBF-FIBB STORIES. 

**Ah Lanty," says he, "these famine times play 
tally ho with Uie best of us, high, low, rich, and poor 
alike. Take my own case for example. Just one nour 
ago only, I met my rent collector, and I was expecting 
that at the very lowest calculation he would be able to 
hand me over fifteen hundi-ed pounds, and how much 
do you think I i^eceived t Why, a beggarly six hun- 
dred." 

" From mj heart, I pity your Lordship,'* says I, 
purtindin' to feel for the owld leech ; " but I wish I had 
a trifle o' your complaint this minit,'' thought I in my 
own mind. 

" Indeed Lanty, to speak the candid truth, I am los- 
ing all heart lately ; the good old times have gone, I 
am afraid, never to return. Why, man, in former years 
I was able to spend the most of my time in London or 
Puri^ ftir away from tlie petty annoyances of my Irish 
estate, but of late years Tve got to be a ptupid old 
* stay at home/** 

"Troth, sir, if you and the rest o' your class,** says 
I, no way mealy-moutlied about giving him his answer, 
*Uhat draws yomr thousands, at the expense o* the 
poor man's sweat, had only practised the game of stay 
at home, instead of scatterin* your Irish goold among 
furriners, you'd have less to answer for this blessed 
day-" 

'* Tour opinion of my class, as you term it, is not a 
very exaltea one,** says he. 

•* Don't ask my opinion of your class, your Lordship, 
for^I have personal reasons for not giving it." 

** You are usually a straightforward f<3low, Lanty ; 
tell me truly, I shall not be offended, why are you so 
loth to let me hear your opinion of my class ? '* 

** The answer is simple, your Lordship," says I, " It's 
e maxim o' mine never to spake ill of a man before his 
face." 

'^Lan^,'' says he, laughing heartily, ^'I admire 
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HIS LOnDSHIP*S COAT. 13 

your honesty; you liavo the courage of your con- 
victions, at all events, and I often find that the frieze 
and flannel of the peasant covei*s a better heai't than 
the broadcloth of an earl.** 

** That's a fine sentiment, your Lordship,** say» I, 
**but it hjis very little effect on a man like me, tliat 
liasn't tasted a morsel these three days, baiTiu' some 
sea-\veed.'* 

** Sea-weed,'* says he, turning* up the white of liis 
eyes. " Lanty, my poor fellow, why didn't you 
apply to met hand me tlmt coat** When 1 gave him 
the coat he pulled from a pocket a big rowl o* bank- 
notes. 

"There," says ho, "take that, do something for 
your little famil}*.'* What he gave me liappened to 
be a five pound note; he then put Mie big rowl back 
into the pocket of the coat, which he threw over his 
arm and was just turning on his heel to go home, 
when I said to him, "your Lordship appears to be 
overheated, and a mile and a ha!f of a dusty road to 
trudge is too much for a heavy man like you; the 
walk itself is enough, without luggin*'a big coat like 
that with you ; besides, sir, the laste I can do will be 
to show my gratitude for the note you gave me, so 
just give me the coat, and Til carry it for you as far as 
the domain.** 

" Lanty,** says he, throwing me the coat, " I'll not 
baulk a good intention; moreover, I always like to 
travel in agreeable company.** 

At last we started to go, but before we advanced 
three paces, I gave a sudden cry of pain, staggered 
backward, and fell into the stone seat beside the bub- 
bling spring, with his lordship's'coat over my ai'm. 

"What ails you, Lanty? ** says he. 

" Oh, sir, I am afmid it is coming on me again,** says L 

" You look faint, sit where you ai-e until I bathe 
your temples with some .spring water.** 
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14 TUHF-FIIIE STORIES. 

TIio next tninuto he dnslicd the full of his two hands 
of tlie cold water into my face and made me shiver 
like a Newfoundhand dog after a swim. 

** I felt it ci-eopin' on me," says I, "and I knew I 
was in for anotlier att;\ck of it** 

•* An attack of what t " says he, steppin' back from 
me. 

*• I don't wisli to frighten your Lordship,** says I, 
" for its* mighty ketchin." 

** What t " says lie, turnin' paler by degrees. ** Tell 
me, Lanty, my good fellow, what it is that nils you, 
and ncrlinps I may be able to send you relief" 

** Don't blame me, sir, when I tell you what it is. 
About five weeks ago, there was a great many o' my 
neighbors carried away with the snme complaint ; my 
turn soon c^me, but 1 got over the first attack, and 
IVe had nothing since to keep my strength up but 
sea-weed ; and Vm afraid, sir, this present attack is the 
fruits of it** 

** Why, you unfortunate vagabond,** yelled his Lord- 
ship, at tlie same time giving a leap tlint would have 
made the fortune of au acrobat, "you're suffering 
from famine fever.** 

" I am afeerd so,** says T, rising to my feet 

" Keep back, you rascal,** says he ; " if you advance 
one inch, FlI shoot you down as I would a rat.** 

" Here's your LordshinV property,** says I, handing 
him the coat 

Don't come near me ! throw the coat into the stream — 
disinfect it — bum it — fumigate it — never let my eyes 
light on it again I ** . 

'* But what about the rowl o* bank-notes that's in 
the pocket, your Lordship t ** 

"feeep them yourself,** says he ; ** do as you please 
with them ; if I got all the wealth in Europe I would 
not touch anything that passed through your con tami- 
oatad fingers.'' 
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HIS lordship's coat. 15 

With that, sir, he waddled along the ro.ad quicker 
than he ever did before ; ho used to be subject to the 
gout, but I think the fright I gave him cured him o' 
tliat I thought I'd die with the laughin' as I watched 
till he disap]>oared up the avenue leading to the Castle. 

I soon made myself acquainted with the amount of 
the roll o' notes, and found close upon six hundred 
pounds. When I remembered that he sjiid I could do 
as I pleased with it, I lost no time in bringing my wife 
and children to Dollymount here, and it w;isn'tlong be- 
fore I bought this little cottnge., 

I have prospered ever since I left Kilmore, I wrote 
to Lord Killwillin a short time ago and enclosed a 
check for six hundred pounds. Ho returned it, sayinjj 
" he never liked to spoil sport." 

However, sir, I have always considered that my 
first steppin'-stone to success was when I took posses- 
sion of bis Lordship's coat 
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^ORNEY Coonev, of Ardfinane, was at one time 
the most comfortable small farmer in the Coun- 
ty of Tipperary. Corney was a diligent worker in 
working hours; no one ever saw him lounging about 
in idleness when labor was in demand, and, moreover, 
ha was possessed of a true and devoted heplmate. Cor- 
ney Inmself was somewhat of a close-fisted fellow, 
while Peg^f his faithful wife, was generous almost to 
a faxdt The latch of the door was never lifted with- 
out a welcome ; rich or poor, it was all the same to 
her. A bite and a sup, given with pride to her equals 

20 
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and with joy to the hungry wayfarer, was ever to be 
had at her table ; a seat by the cheerful chimney-cor- 
ner, and a smoke of the pipe, and maybe a drop of 
mountain dew, was always proffered to the weary trav- 
eller. 

Well, it so hap)>ened that year after year Corney's 
affairs got woinse by degrees. At last came the year 
of the bad harvest ; the crops all failed, their last cow 
died, <and put the finishing sti'oke on poor Comey's 
perplexities. 

Matters had nearly arnved at a desperate state when, 
one summer's morning, Corney signed deeply as he 
took his seat by the side of his wife. ** I wondher, 
Peg acushia, where the next male is to come from T 
for this is the last mouthful that's left us." 

'* Corney agra,** replied his wife. " Don't be losin* 
heart like that; health and strength is still left to us; 
an' sure, if the worst happens, haven't ye the owld 
fiddle that's hangin' on the wall, an' who knows but 
it may bring ye good luck." 

" Tut, woman alive ! said Corney. " If I was to 
thravel all Ireland, it would bring no more than a gui- 
nea at the very most, and how long would that lastf 

" And d'ye think it's to sell the fiddle, I mane, Cor- 
ney t Goodness forbid ; indeed, 'twould be a sore day 
if you wor to pai*t with that owld relic of happy days. 
You, that could play upon it at one time hetore the 
highest o' the land." 

^^I'm afi*aid thim pleasant times will never come 
again. Peg jewel." 

" Don't be makin little o* yer talents, Corney ; if ye 
jist thry a chune on it, I'll go bail ye can make it spake 
as soft an' as sweetly this blessed minit as you dia the 
first day we met at the fair o' Clogheen." 

Corney was finally persuaded to take down the fid- 
dle, and after putting it into ship-shape, he immediate- 
ly took leave of liis faithful helpmate, and set out witli 
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a li^lit hearty and an emptv purse, to try his luck in 
the lotteiy of life* Before fie had reached the first mile- 
stone, he was accosted by a strange looking man. 

" Tlie top o' the mornin' to you, Mr, Cooney,'* said 
the stranger. '* It*s be<iutifui weather for walkinV 

" Grand weather indeed, sir," said Corney, " but 
though youVe chilled nie by name, I haven't the pleas- 
ure o' knowin yours." 

** Oh, as for tliat," said the stranger, " I'll go bail 
you'll know me well enough before you're a day older. 

** Well, I hope I'll have raison to be proud o' yer 
acquaintance, sir, whoever ye are," said Corney. 

•* If ye only behave like the honest man I take you 
for, I don't think you'll have cause to repent my friend- 
slupb" said the stranger; ''but wlutt is it takes ye from 
home, if it's a fair question f " 

^' An empty pocket, and an empty cupboard," was 
Comey's reply. 

** And why d'\^e burdhen yourself with that owld 
fiddle!" 

" I intend to thry an' earn an honest sixpence if I 
COD ; it isn't that I'm much of a player, but there was 
a time when I could howld my own agin any fiddler 
in tlie province." 

" Tliry a chune till I hear ye," said the stranger, 
*• for I'm a bit of a musical critic myself." 

** Corney having performed one o£ his favorite airs, 
in liis best style, asked the stranger, if that was plazin' 
to his car." 

" Well, if that's what you call music," replied the 
stranger, '' I'll recommend ye to seek some other call- 
in'. Why, man alive. I could knock more hanuony out 
o* the bottom of an owld saucepan in wan minit, than 
you could squeeze out o' your fiddle in a month o' 
Sundays; hand me tlio bow here till I rosin it; there I 
now take it, an' maybe we'll hear something worth 
listening to." 
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Corney was soon sawing away with indefatigable 
vigor, and at last became perfectly furious ; in fact, he 
was so entranced, that he could scarcely believe it was 
the same old fiddle ! 

** By all that's delightful," he exclaimed, " if my 
darlin Peg could only hear me now, it would be as 
good as aitiir and dhrinkin' to her for a month to come ; 
why, milk an' honey couldn't howld a candle to it for 
sweetness ; the great bard of Irehind, Carolan himself, 
couldn't aquil it Tell mo sir, am I asleep t If I'm 
only dhramin', don't waken mo for the world." 

'^ You're neither sleepin' nor dhramin'," said the 
stranger ; ** but if you wish to know the saycret o' 
your musical skill, I'll enlighten ye ; it's all contained 
in this bit o' magical rosin, and what is more bewitch- 
in' still, it can bring ye goold by the handful if you'll 
only folly my instructions." 

" If I'm not makin' too bowld sir, might I ax ye to 
• break me off a little bit of it, and I'll not forget ye for 
your kindness." 

" No, Corney, for if I bruck it, the charm would 
lave it entirely ; but if you're agreeable, I'll bo your 
thravellin' companion, and we'll share the profits o' the 
fiddle aquilly between us." 

" Very well, sir, it's a bargain, there's my hand on it" 

" Now, Corney, take my advice, and never thry to 
decave me, for if ye do, you'll be a loser in the end. 
So come along ; we'll thravel as far as Lord Jolly boy's ; 
there's to be a big faist at the Castle to-night, and if 
you show your accomplishment on the fiddle, with a 
. touch o' my rosin, we are sure to reap a rich harvest" 

When they ai'rived at the Castle, they received a 
kindly welcome from Lord Jollyboy, who lost no 
time in introducing them to his distinguished guests. 
" You tell me," said his 'Lordship, addressing Corney, 
"that you are a skilled musician." 

** The sorra a betther you'd find in Ireland, though 



Digitized 



by Google 



20 TUBF-VIBB 8T0BIEB. 

it's myself that sez it, ^ replied Corney ; '^ and if tlie 
purty ladies and the grand gintlemen i see around me 
are ready to listen to me, I'll begin this niinit and 
show them what I can do. if it's plazin' to your Lord- 
ship." ' 

*' Your will is our pleasure," said Jollyboy. 

Corney having rubbed his bow with the strangei''s 
rosin, set to and executed with exquisite taste one of 
his sweetest melodies. The success of his performance 
electrified the brilliant gathering; they were spell- 
bound. 

" Sir," cried Lord Jollyboy, grasping Corney by the 
hand, "you ai*e indeed a wonderful genius I The 
power of your music has almost transported me into 
an ecstasy. Are you a native of this countiy ? " 

"I am sir," ssiid Coiiiey, "and I'm proud o' the 
Green Island that gave me bii*th. It was in the sweet 
little village of Ardfinane I was bom, an' that's just 
about wan day's walk from your Lordship's Castle." 

"Ireland has reason to be proud of your transcend- 
ant talents." 

Corney and the stranger were then invited to the 
banauetting ball, and it need scarcely be added that 
ample justice was done to the good things spread 
before them. When they were ready to depai*t, 
Lord Jollyboy courteously conducted them as far as 
tlie Castle porch. "Take this," said he, placing a 
purse in Comey's hand; "it contains one hundred 
giiineas; it is but a slight token of my gratitude for 
tlie infinite pleasure you have afforded me. Good 
nieht, my fhends, and may prosperity attend your 
efforts." 

" Be my song," whispered Corney to the sti*anger as 
tliey left the Castle, "a hundred guineas, besides a 
sapper fit for a king, is a mighty good* beginning for 
tlie owld fiddle, after hangin' idle so long on the cab- 
in wall" 
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" You may thank my rosin for your good luck,** 
said the sti*anger. 

It was about midnight when they left Castle Jolly- 
boy, and as they did not wish to arrive at the village 
to which they were bound until day-break, the jour- 
ney was as slowly performed as possible. Every re- 
markable object on the way was noticed, and its 
history minutely detailed by Corney, who still held 
possession of the purse of guineas. 

When the sun rose, many beautiful green spots and 
hawthorn valleys excited warm bursts of admiration. 
The morning, indeed, was beautiful, the fields in bloom, 
and everything cheerful, and the song of the lark 
threw life and animation over the previous stillness of 
the country. When they had an'ived within sight of 
Ardfinane Castle they turned off into a deep fflen, a 
little to the left, and Corney, after having seated him- 
self under a white-thorn bush which grew on the banks 
of a rivulet, began to devise the best means of ridding 
himself of the sti-anger's company. " Well my friend,'' 
he obsei*ved, " I'm mighty thankful to ye for your com- 
pany, but as Fm now almost within sight o"' my little 
cabin, I don't see why I should be a trouble to you 
any longer. So I'll bid you good bye, an' good luck 
an long life t'ye, for your sarvice to me." 

t" You may keep your good wishes," remarked the 
stranger, somewhat dryly; "you may need them more 
than I do ; pay me my price, and its' all I'll throuble 
you for." 

"The price o' whatt" asked Corney, with well- 
feigned simplicity. 

" The price o' my rosin, or to spake plainer, pay me 
over one half o' that hundred guineas." 

"D'ye think I'm a gomt" 

" No, indeed, you're too much of a fox for that, 
but you'll find I'm as cute as ye. Now I think we'll 
both be purty well satisfied with fifty guineas apiece 
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in our pockets ; so just give me my share an' let me 
gOy my dacint man.'' 

" I'll f^ve you five guineas, and I think that's payin' 
you well for your bit o' rosin;' so say the word, ye 
may either take it or lave it" 

** Instead o' huxterin' in this manner I'll tell ye what 
well do,** said the sti-anger; ''give me the purse, and 
we'll leave the whole matter to be decided by that 
poor owld cripple that's restin' himself behind that 
white-thorn bush ; is'nt that fair enough f " 

''It is," said Corney, handing him the purse, "and 
if he decides that five guineas is enough for ye, you'll 
be contint" 

" Agreed, " replied the stranger ; Corney then 
looked behind the whitethorn for tlie cripple alluded 
to, but no such individual met his gaze; he next 
turned to address his travelling companion, but the 
stranger had disappeared.* The poor fellow stood ab- 
solutely dumb-founded when he discovered that he 
was alone, and as empty handed as when he had set 
oat to woo Dame Fortune. 

" Come back here," he roared ; " where are ye hid- 

in' yourself? bring back mygoold, ye schamiu' rogue. 

' Stop liim, the thief o' the world. Stop the robber." 

Buthis cries were unavailing ; he was only answered 
by the voice of die grouse on the hill-sides, the bleat- 
ing of sheep and lambs in the meadows, the pee-weet 
of the wheeling lapwing, or the mellow and varied 
notes of the thrush and black-bird. •' It;'s only a waste 
o' breath," he continued. " Sure, I might just as well 
ho whistliu' jigs to a mile-stone. O Corney, Cornoy 1 
Will ye never have a grain o' sinset * This is the 
fruits o' pickin' up wid sti*angers, an' tellin' tliem your 
inind. What'll I do at all? I can't: go back to Peg, 
the crathur, as poor as when I left her. I know what 
111 do. Ill trudge back wid my fiddle to Castle Jolly- 
bo/i and who, knows but maybe his Lordship will 
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gV me a scrap o' writin' that will be a passport for 
me to all the big families ia Ireland.** Having formed 
this plan, he lost no time in putting it into execution. 

It was near the sunset hour, when he beheld once 
more the majestic CiUitle lifting its head and proudly 
towering above the verdant slope on which it stood. 

Comey, on being admitted to tlie Castle, received 
a warm welcome from its hospitable owner. " Some 
good fairy nmst have sent you hither," said Inml Jolly- 
boy, "for you are just in time, perhaps, to save the 
life of my only son ; lie was so enraptured last night 
by tlie spell of your chnnning music, that he has done 
nothing but rave about it from the time of your depart- 
ure from the Ccistle; in fact, he can neither eat, drink, 
nor sleep ; indeed, I feel convinced that one of your 
sweet strains is the only medicine that can effect a 
permanent cure. So take your post there, my good 
friend, and do your best," saying which his lordship 
placed Coraey in a position facing the door of his son's 
chamber. 

" Meelia Murdher ! " said Coraey, sotto vocCy " how 
will I get on without a touch of the magic rosin t " 

He had barely uttered this sentence ere his sti'ange 
travelling companion stood beside him. 

" I've not desarted ye yet, Corney, " wliispered the 
latter; "give me the bow here till I put the chai-ni in 
it" 

Corney was utterly bewildered ; however, he soon 
regained his selfpossession, and taking the bow from 
the stranger, he performed in a manner that excelled 
•ill his previous efforts, indeed. The youthful hivalid 
was so struck by the singular pathos which Corney 
evoked from that sweetest and most soiTOwful of all 
melodies, the Irish air of the " Coulin," that he rose from 
his couch, to the extreme delight of his father, in 
better health and spirits than he had ever enjoyed 
before. 
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Comey and die stranger were lionized for the re^ 
mainder of the evening. As they were about to leave 
the Castle, Lord Jolly boy drew Comey aside. " Here," 
said he, '^ is a letter of introduction to Sir Horace 
Desmond ; take it, it may be of great service to you. 
You must also accept this small leather bag." 

" What am I to do with the bag, your lordship 1 " 
asked Comey. 

" Keep it I" said Lord Jollyboy, 

'^ Is there anything as a keep-sake inside to remem- 
ber ye by 1 for youVe such a warm-hearted gintleman, 
I would'nt like ever to forget you." 

** Yes, when you open it you will find two hundred 
guineas, as a reward for your service to my son ; in 
fact, J may add that he is, in a great measure, indebt- 
ed to you for his life." 

Comey and the stranger, having bade farewell and 
" long life " to Lord Jollyboy, started forth, without 
a moments delay, for the residence of Sir Horace 
Desmond, a distance of about thirty miles. Feeling 
somewhat jaded, after a walk of ten miles, they were 
compelled to take shelter for the night at a road-side 
tavern* 

" I hope, Comey," said the atranger, after they had * 
finished a hearty supper, ^' that you'll be more upright 
in your dalings witn me this time than you wor wid 
the first money you got" 

" In troth," replied Comey, " I think the less ye 
BSLj^ about that, the better it will be for yourself; you 
thncked me nately that time, but the next time ye 
thry to outwit me, you'll have to rise purty early in 
the momin*." 

'' Don't blame me," said the stranger, ^^ blame your 
own greediness; if ye only acted honestly and above 
boord, you'd be a richer man this minit by fifty 
guineas." 

" Look now," said Comey, placing the leather bag, 
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witli his letter of reconmendation, on the table, ** tliere 
18 as good as a foitune in tliat small bit o' paper, and 
two hundred guineas besides in that leather bag, so, 
as foxy an' cute ais you are, you see I'm richer now 
than you by one hundred guineas; so what d'ye think 
o' that, my fine fellow 1 " 

** I thinic yer knowledge o' figures is very limited," 
retorted the stranger ; ** shure, I could find you a gos- 
soon tiie height o' my knee that would make up the sum 
better than that. Let me jog yom* memory ; don't ye 
see as plain ^is a pike-st^ift* that, when I get my jsluire 
o' what's inside that leather bag, you'll be a poorer 
TT.an, after all, by one hundred guineas, than what I 
will be." 

" Now, d'ye suppose for wan moment^" said Corney, 
" that I'm stupid enough to let ye deludher me wid 
yor figures an' your book larnin' 1 No, faix," he added, 
striking the table with his clenched fi^t, ^^and whoever 
gets a single guinea ou't of the bag, barrin' I'm willin' 
to give ir, will have to prove himself a better man 
than I am." 

** Comey, my dacint man, I'm afeerd you're too hot 
timpered entirely for me ; we'd never agree as tlirav- 
ellin' companions. See how aisy 1 take it ; now just 
keep your timper, and we'll have a warm jug o' punch 
on the head of it, and settle the matter in a quiet, pace- 
able way; this is a nate, cosey room, an' there's a cheer- 
ful tuif-fire, so we might just as well make ourselves at 
home, an' not be ballyraggin' aich other in this way. 
Before I call for the punch, maybe you'd hand me that 
black pipe from the hob beyant, an' after a few whiffs, 
I go bail, I'll raison out the case wid a clearer head." 

Corney approached the hob, but could find no black 
pipe, and when he returned to the table he discovered, 
to his great dismay, that the letter, the leather bag, 
and the stranger had mysteriously disappeared. 

He alarmed the house, but was unable to elicit 
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any information as to the 8tmngei''8 whereabouts. 

At day-break tlie following morning, after explain- 
ing his destitute condition to the worthy inn-keeper, 
lie was permitted to continue his journey to the resi- 
dence of Sir Horace Desmond. 

As soon as he was ailmitted to the Desmond man- 
sion, he informed Sir Horace of his achievements at 
Castle Jollyboy, and how he had lost his letter of 
introduction. 

** Your apology is unnecessary/* siiid Sir Horace ; 
'^ your fame as a wondeiful musician reached my ears 
before your an-ival.'* 

Comey was then requested to give an exhibition of 
liis musical skill. 

** Whoo ! Philaloo, Fve put my fut in it this time," 
muttered Corney, as he made a pretence of searching 
for his rosin. ** I might as well put my head in the 
lion's mouth at w;inst," he continued, **a8attimpt to 
play witliout a rub o* thnt thievin' Jackeen's rosin ; no 
matter, as bad as he was, I'd like to see him this minit." 

" Your wish is answered," whispered a voice in his 
ear; Comey turned and beheld the stranger. *'Hand 
me your owld fiddle stick," continued the latter, ^^ be- 
fore Sir Horace finds out you're an impostor, and mind 
wliat I'm sayin', this is the last help you'll get from 
me or my magic rosin." 

The stranger having gone through the mysterious 
ceremony as on previous occasionsi Corney, like 
Eiclmrd III., " was himself again." 

His marvellous effusions excited the admiration of 
Sir Horace and his family for the rest of the evening. 

Comey was treated with all the i*espect and devotion 
due to a prince; and when he rose to depart. Sir 
Horace presented him with a mahogany box contaiin- 
ingthree hundred guineas. 

The sun liad flung his splendor upon the mountain 
tops, as Comey arrived within a stone's throw of his 
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little Ctibin ; a thousand birds pniired their 80Ugs upon 
tlie ear ; the breeze Wius up, and the cohimns of smoke 
from tlie farm-houses phiyed, as if in frolic, in the air; 
the dew of morning lay upon nature like a brillixuit 
veil. 

** Now, that I've seen ye safe almost to your own 
door," said tlio stranger, '' I think it's nearly time ye 
opened that nn\hogany box." 

** Open tiie box, is it ? " exclaimed Corney. 

** Yis ; and tlie sooner you open it, the better for 
youi-self" 

** And what will I open it for? " 

*' To count mo out one hundred and fifty guineas ; 
that's what you'll open it for." 

'* Did'nt ye chate me out o' three hundred guineas, 
already?" 

"No, ye chated yourself, by your own avance; but 
I'll not be hard wid you ; If you're wiUin', I'll buy 
the mahogony box, an' what's inside of it, an' give 
you a fair price into the bargain." 

" And what d'ye call a fair price ? " 

" This lump o' magical rosui." 

** Are ye jokin' t Is it three hundred guineas yer 
axin' for that?" 

" Of course ; didn't it cause you to make six hun- 
dred (Tuineas ? " 

*'Well, there's no gainsaying that," said Corney; 
" but the price ye want is so big, I must take a little 
time to considher." 

"If ye hesitate one minit, I'll change my mind. 
Or if you want a witness to the bargain, just put 
down the mahogany box on that mossy stone near 
the spring there, and I'll put the rosin on the lid of it; 
then turn up that boreen to your left, and call that gu-1 
wid the milkin'-pail on her arm, and we'll let her 
word, yes or no, decide whether I'm fair or dishonest 
wid ve." 
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"Thafs raisonable enough," said Comey, placing 
tlie box on the mossy stone, and tniTiing up the bo- 
recn in quest of the girl with the nu'lking pail. The 
object of his search, however, was nowhere to be seen. 
He retrace<l his ste])s to tlie mossy stone, and the ma- 
hogany box was also invisible, and so was the magic 
rosin ; and it is .almost needless to add that his strange 
companion had likewise disappeared. 

A cold, soiTowful weight lay upon poor Corney's 
heart, as he thought of his wretched abode, scarcely 
luiowing how to meet his wife, or break the mortifi- 
cadon to hen 

" Odi, Peggy, a colleen machree, I'm coming back 
to you," cried he, '' without a guinea or a shillin', after 
nil tlie money I earned since I left you, mavoumeen." 

Many a harrowing thought and remembrance passed 
througli his mind, as his eye traced the outline of his 
little cabin in the distance. 

He pressed his aching forehead with distraction, as 
he thought of his hopeless misery ; then clasped his 
hands bitterly, and groaned aloud. 

He was now within a few perches of his own door ; 
as he approached it, his heart sank. 

He was still slowly advancing, when suddenly he 
beheld a man, evidently a pauper, taking leave of 
Peggy, outside tlie cabin door. In a few moments 
the beggarman stood face to face with CoiDey. 

" What's wrong with ye, my poor man f' he asked ; 
^your woe-begone face looks as long as your own 

After Comey had related tlie cause of his sorrow, 
the mendicant rem;urked : 

'^ I see how it is ; it's your own narrow, miserly 
heart, you haye to thank for all your throubles an' 
thriala Now, I am the man, though you would not 
tliink it, to see me in these rags, that gave you three 
chances to prosper in life ; but you were a ti-ifle too 
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cute ; all my good natuie was thrown away ; so, in- 
stead of returnin' home to the wife that loves ye with 
goold galore in your pockets, here you are like a 
tattliered scare-crow stucK in a cornfield. Go in now 
to your cabin, with your owld cracked fiddle, an' 
play away till ye get more sense, an* maybe tlien 
you'll be able to know the value o' my bit o' magio 
rosin.'^ 

Saying which, he immediately disappeared. 

Comey lifted the latch and entered. 

" Why, then, Comey jewel, is it yourself? " exclaimed 
his wife; "ye gave me a great start, comin' in without 
knockin' agra, but you're livin' an' well, darling, an' 
that's wan comfort; oh, but wasn't I the lonely — " 

The word was here interrupted by a hearty kiss 
from his faithful Peg. 

Corney's welcome home was indeed a warm one for 
the first five minutes; but after he had briefly narrated 
the story of his strange adventures with his mysterious 
companion, his wife began to heap him with re- 
proaches for his avarice. 

" Did ye see an owld beggarman lavin* the cabin a 
while ago 1 " she asked. 

" I did. Peg, what was he doin' here! " 

"I'll tell ye, Corney," she replied, "though you 
don't desarve it. He c^ime here, so he said, to divide 
tlie money tliat was earned wid the help of his magic 
rosin, and look, Corney, he left me this mahogany box 
with three hundred bright guineas inside of it" 

" Long life to him Peg, he's not the rogue I tuk 
him to be after all, but jist let me faist my eyes on the 
goold, my jewel ? " 

"You may look, Comey, but that's all; I have 
strict ordliers not to let ye touch or handle it Siz he 
to me: * If the fingers of a miserly man once touches 
it, every coin will lave ye quicker than you'd be able 
to count them.' " 
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** If that's the case,'' said Comey, " I wouldn't handle 
one o' them for a king's ransom." 

*'I was towld to use them in an honest way for 
tlie gt>od o* the family," said his wife; **wid the 
privilege of allowin' you one guinea every quarther, 
if you should happen to need it" 

" Do as ye plaze, Peg aroon ; obey his orders well, 
for I know the gintleman, and I know that if you 
break your word, he'll not forget to keep his." 

From that day forward tJiere was not a more con* 
tented couple from Ardfinane to Clogheen. 

And. after some time, the stoiy got abroad, that 
their prospenty was the work of some good-natured 
fairy, who had woven the charm of the four-leaved 
shamrock into the strings of Comey's Fiddle. 
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^T was in the good owld times, long, long ago, that 
(•jj there lived in: our island a xnightv owld chief, 
with tlie true Irish blood coorsin' through every 
vein. Fin McCool couldn't howld a candle to him: 
he was the aquil of brave Ollam Fodhla, or King 
OToole, for the matter o' that. The name of this fa- 
mous cliief was Eocliy. Indeed, 'tis you might think 
Yourself in the height o' luck if you happened to pass 
Ills door, and hear the sound o' the dinner bell ; an' 
sucli SI tiible ! Duck, SJihnon, an' such glorious wild 
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ducky such sirloins o' beef, an' saddles o' mutton, an' 
the snipe an' trout, and to end it all, the finest poteen 
the world could boast of. 

But to come to my stoiy : there was a guest wan 
night, at the Castle, who had crossed the seas from 
England ; he enjoyed the music and the feasting, an' 
could empty his cruiskeen-lawn with the best o' thim ; 
he seemed to be a jolly owld fellow entirely ; his name 
was Mr. Levawn. He tuk great delight in listenin' to 
tlid music o' the harp, the song of the white-haired 
minstrel, an' tlie tales of the warrior, about gallant 
d^s on sea an' land ; nil this, I say, delighted him, 
but the glorious poteen enchanted him entirely. 

Although he was only an Englishman, who had* 
come over to Ireland on a pleasure thrip to see Kil- 
lamey, Glandore, GlengarrifF, and other purty spots 
of our surf-beaten Green Isle, he appealed to be no 
stnmger to the mountain dew. 

Eochy, the grand owld chief, entertained Mr. Le- 
vawn that same night as if he was tlie son o' some 
great king. 

** Here, Mr. Levawn," said the host, " if I'm not mis- 
taken, I tliink by the tip o' your nose I may safely 
call you a jolly owld toper. Bring me a keg o' double- 
distifled," says he to an attendant, an' lo an' behold 
you I wlien it was brought, he put it by the side of Mr. 
Levawn. "Here, my owld haro," says he, "stick to 
tills till all's blue, an' I'll stand by an' take glass for 
glass with ye, an' if I don't flure ye I'll forfeit a thou- 
sand pounds. 

Well, such wonderful dhrinkin' o' the pure essence 
o* the bog an' barley no one ever witnessed before nor 
since ; troth, I wouldn't like to pay for their dhrinks, 
for if 'twas scored 'twould make a mint 6' money. 

Well, sir, sure enough, in the wind up of it owld 
LevAwn, the Sassnnagh, found himself stretched full 
len^i under Eochy's mahogany, as drunk as Bac- 
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s,aM^ Where he lay snorin' for the whole blessed night. 

Eochy's double-distilled was too ovei'powerin* for a 
fun-iner. When Levawn was roused up, he'd a head 
on his shouldei's as big as tlie hill o' Howth ; he was 
then towld to hurry himseLf to join the stag-hunt that 
morn in'. 

" Oh ! " says he, " If you have any regai*d for me, 
lave me aloiie for a week.'' 

But Eochy was a chief that never encouraged sloth. 
" Rouse yourself, Levawn," says he ; ** take a plunge 
into Glengai-riff Bay, an' I'll go bail, the cool waves o* 
the Atlantic will make ye as fresh as a daisy; after a 
day or so, man alive, you'll get used to it, and fall in- 
to our ways o' livin', the same as if ye wor born here.^ 
At last they hauled him away to the hunt in spite of 
himself. 

Day after day went on like this,- when Eochy in- 
vited Levawn to stay in the Castle for another fort- 
)n'^l)t; so he stoppea and shared the very best of aitiu' 
an* dlmnkin', till at last, when his head grew better, 
an' looked more like its natural size — for like his 
stomach it was big enough at [the best o' times — ^lie 
med up his mind to take his lave ; after much coaxin' 
Eochy consented to Levawn's wish, and the next 
moruin', aU break o' day, the chief was ready to bid 
liim good-mornin'; but before Levawn departed, 
Eochy nred him a great number o' gi*and presents- 
. " Here," says the chief, " I give you my best Kerry 
pony, and it isn't that I say it myself, but you'll not find 
another to match him in Ireland ; an' here," says he, 
** is my favorite grey-hound, an' I'll wager my Eonor, 
that from this to Kenmare there's not anoUier dog 
that would make game of a hare as quick as him." 
But, sir, 'twould take me till to-morrow to go over all 
the beautiful gifts the gallant owld chief gev to Mr. 
Levawn, and in the end, to prove the generosity of his 
big heart, he says to his guest : 
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'• Now tell me, owld boy, is there anything else you'd 
like?'' 

Now conies the sacret^ o' which you'd never guess, 
if ye puzzled your brain for a week. 

You must know the brave Eochy lost an eye in bat- 
tle by tlie thrust of a lance. So that, at the time o' my 
story, he had wan empty socket. 

Well, wlijitdVe think! Why, when the chief asked 
owld Levawn what else he could present him with, 
my bowld Levawn, widout bein' mealy-mouthed in the 
least, what does he do but says to the chief? " Give me 
your eye f ^ knowing at the same time that it was the 
only wan the chief had for liimself. 

That was the Sass<inagh's gratitude for the kind- 
ness he received from Eochy. 

** My eye ! ^ says the chief, growin' red ; but he stifled 
his temper and said: **You may have it, for it must 
never be said that a chief of our line refused anything 
to a stranger, even the only eye in his head." He then 
riz his finger an' was goin' to take out the eye, when a 
man with a long white beard, reaching to his waist, one 
o' the sages o' the time, I believe he was, and chief ad- 
viser to Eochy, says: *' Ilowld fast, what are you goin' 
to do?" Then he turned to Levawn and says: "Is 
this your notion of gratitude after eatin' our beef and 
mutton, and drinkin' our double-distilled poteen, till you 
wor unfit to see a hole in a ladder ? Now " says he, 
*• my^order is that your eye be plucked out tliis moment 
to fill the empty socket of our beloved chief Eochy .'^ 

Well, sir, in a jilfey the order was executed, and the 
fSsWani Eochy founa himself blessed with two eyes. 
But Levawn, to his great surprise, found himself widout 
even wan. 

From that lucky day the chief t.iin was always cal- 
led SuilrLevawnj wnich manes in English Levawn's eye. 

The chief had a long line o' descendants, among 
tliem the O'Sullivan Bear. He added glory to the 
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race. Ho stood for years in his wild mountains, and 
fought in liis lair, like a lion at bay, to the teiror of 
his enemies. 

But to conclude my story, the followers o' Eochy 
wor for tearin' the ungrateful Mr. Levawn alive, but 
the good chief spared his life ; he was packed off, led by 
a dog, over 'the mountains. 

When the people found him repentant, they supplied 
him with clotlies and food, but his only companion w<is 
tlie dog. When he grew to be owld, the only thing that 
tormented him, an' made him wish he was dead, was 
when the young gossoons, to vex him, would ciy out 
as he passed then- cabins: ** There you go, wid your 
eye out" 
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>fvY Ughthearted guide poured forth song, story, 

[q^ and legend, without ceasing. 
At last we found ourselves descending the mountain 
towards a large and cultivated valley. The scene be- 
fore me was one of those peaceful landscapes of niral 
beauty, which beam more of soothing influence upon 
tlie son'ow-struck heart tluui tlie softest voice of con- 
solation. A broad and riclily cultivated valley, bound- 
ed by mountains whose sides were clothed witli 
deep wood. A stream, whose wayward coui*se watered 
every portion of the phun, was now seen flowing 
among the grassy meadows or peeping from the alders 
that lined the banks. The heavy mist of morning was 
rolling lazily up the mountain-side; and bene<ath its 
gray mantle the ricli green of pastm'Q and meadow- 
lancl was breaking forth, dotted with cattle and sheep. 

" D'ye see that owld windmill through the mist be- 
yant 1 " asked my guide. 

*' Yes ! " was my reply. 

•'And now look again, sir, and you'll seeabiggi-and 
house pcepin' thro' tlie trees on the right o' the mill. 
Well, sir, that's the house o' Hill O'Shea ; his brother 
Phil owns a building exactly like it, about a mile 
farther on ; indeed, the two houses look like twins ; you 
wouldn't know one from the other ; I am towld they 
wor built on the American plan. Well, sir, the same 
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Bill and Phil, for tJuifs what they're called far and 
wide, tliey want nobody to 'Al^**^!*^**' them, although 
I believe tliey could buy out half of the shoneens o' 
landlords in tlie county. 

** Well, what I was goin' to say is this, that there isn't 
two betther or more charitable men on Irish ground 
to-day. And d'ye tell me for a fact ye niver hoerd o' 
tlieml'* 

Being compelled to confess my ignorance, my good- 
natured guide proceeded at once to enlighten me.* • 

THE O'SHEA BROTHERS. 

Twenty years ago, sir, two shrewder or more indus- 
trious bouchaleens than Bill and Phil O'Shea didn't 
walk the County Kerry. Their father wiis a small 
farmer, and before he died, he left them his blessin', 
witli twenty pounds apiece besides, to help them to 
battle through life. Each o' them had talents above 
Uie common run o' poor men ; Bill was a janius wid 
the pen ; his curly cues and wonderful flourishes would 
amaze a counsellor. And Phil was gifted with a 

eowerful use of his penknife ; if you only gave him a 
lock o* wood and a sharp knife, he'd shape you out 
in grand form anything ye'd ax him, from a man on 
liorseback to a steamboat on the say. 

AVTien their father was dacently buried, both boys 
started to invest their little capital in a small farm of 
five acres each. 

Bill's five acres was situated near the village o' 
Ki1many» and PhiFs was close to Kilmore, about three 
miles apart But the sti'angest thing about it, sir, is, 
tliat both their landlords happened to be brothers, too, 
by the name of Mick and Nick Skinacre, and a more 
notorious pair o' usurei-s never broke bread. 

In tlie coorse o' time Bill, for he was a fine farmer, 
put his twenty pounds into his few acres, improved 
tlie cabin and the bam, the cowsheds, styes, hedge- 
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rows, and drains, till at hist the little farm looked so 
gfi'and that the neighboi*s round aibout used to style it the 
** flower garden o' KiUnany." His brother Pliil's fann 
was just as much admired at Kihnoro. l^he Skinacres 
wor a pair o* scroogin' misei-s, and at the time Vm 
spukin' of, they wor worse than ever, on account of a 
bank-failure, that hai)pened in the County town, whore 
the Skinacres lost eleven hundred pounds, the savin*** 
o' their life. After that everything thoy could rap or 
run was put by to make up for their losses. But ihey 
would never trust another penny in a bank, each o' 
them kept their money, after that, safe in n tin case at 
the head o' their beds. They lived three miles apart ; 
a mountain pass stood between them, with a half-way 
house, called the Fox and Goosey in the middle of it 

The Skinacres wor as much alike in their methods, 
as one eijrff resembles another. If Mick went to visit 
his brother Nick, he'd always t^ike the mountain pass, 
not forgettin' to call .at the Fox and Goose, And if 
Nick went to see his brother Mick, the mountain pass 
was sure to be his road, not forgettin' to pay his re- 
spects to the half-way house. 

It was at this time that the Skinacres noticed the 
thriving state of their young industrious tenants, Bill 
and Phil O'Shea. They used to stroll over the farms, 
. casting their evil eyes over the flourishing crops, and, 
troth, it wasn't long before they formed a plan to clap 
another ten pounds a year on each little farm, without 
making the least allowance for all the money Bill and 
Pliil wor continually spendiu' in order to make the 
farms prosper. 

You may aisily guess the end of it, sir; at the end 
of three years the young O'Sheas hadn't a brass far- 
thin' nor a roof over them to call their own, for the 
notice to quit was sarved on them, and eviction soon 
followed. That, sir, was how they reaped the reward 
of their industiy ! 
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About one raontii after they had been plundered o' 
their howldins', the O'Sheas wor suited in the ** Fox and 
Goose^^ in tlie middle o' the mountain pass. After 
emptying a couple o' pints o' porther, Bill says to Phil : 
** Hannigan, I hear, sails for America, at 4 o'clock in 
die niornin'f* 

** So Fm towld," says Pliil. 

** 1 wi^h we wor fellow travellers wid him,^says Bill. 
." It would be the happiest moment o' my life," saiys 
Phil. " Give me a dhraw out o' tliat pipe." 

*• Here, smoke your fill," says his brother, handing 
him the dhudeen. 

** I have a nate plan in my head," says Phil, puffin' 
tlie clouds o' tobacco smoke like a limekiln ; '* Hanni- 
gan must be a happy man." 

*' Indeed," said the other, " he'll have a light heart, 
to-morrow momin' at four o'clock, when he steps on 
tlie <leck o' the ship ; but toll me your plan, Phil." 

** Would ye like to sail with Hannigan I " 
. "Nothing >%a>uld plaze me better, if I had only 
means o' goin'." 

** Well," said Phil, "to make a long stoiy short, just 
you answer my question, and then Pll tell you my 
plan. When vou wor thrown out on the road side 
from your little fiu'm by Mick Skinacre, don't vou 
tliink that you was as nmch robbed, as you would be 
if someschemin' shoe-boy came unknown'st to you, 
an picked your pocket! or, as if some daring rap- 
parec was to meet you alone at night, on a quiet road, 
and, wjtli a pistol at your head, make you deliver up 
your ])nrse, and all that wlis in itf " 

" I do," says Bill, " only that JUck Skhiacre is, I 
tliink, more bare-faced than the liighwayman, for ho 
robbed me in the blessed broad light o' day, an' there 
waB no law to stop him." 

*' Well, I've a plan, Bill, to get * up sticks' with the 
Skiiiacres, to-night" 
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"Tell me it, Phil.'* 

" You know Bill, as well as I do, where tliey bank 
their money ? 

"Of coorae, in a tin case, that's kept in an owld 
worm-eaten desk at the head of the bed. I know 
that's where Mick Skinacre has my money this 
minnte." 

"And Nick has my money in the same fix. Ah, 
the robbers, they're afeerd to bank it in the town, 
since the big failure that nearly brought ruin to their 
doors. 

" If I only had howld o' Mick's money box, I'd soon 
lighten it o my twenty pounds that the land-robber 
has hid in it" 

"We'll come at tliat by and by, Bill, if ye only 
have patience an' listen to me. My plan is to get 
howld o' both tin cases to-night^ and a good pen-knife 
will do instead of a kay." 

" But how are you to get at tlie boxes, Phil I " 

"I'll climb up to Nick's bed-room window, from tho 
cabbage garden." 

"And I suppose you'd like, me to oblige his brother 
Mick in the same way ? " 

"That's it exactly," said Phil, "and we'll take just 
£ 20, no more nor no less ; twenty pounds from each 
box. I think that'll help to repair our losses, and then 
good-bye to the hills and streams of Ireland, and hur- 
roo ! for America, at four o'clock in the mornin'." 

"That's all very fine," saiys Bill. " But how will 
we get the boxes ? " 

" Lave that to me ; Landlord, bring me a pen and 
ink, and two sheets o' paper," said Phil. 

"Now," says he, when the things wor brought, 

** taike that pen in j^our hand, Bill, for you are more 

accomplished with it than I am, and put down what I 

dictate." 

" What am I to do now t " says Bill, pickin' up the pen. 
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^^ Imagine youi-self Mick Skinacre, and write in his 
band, for you know it well.** 

" And who will I address ? " 

*^ Imagine yourself writing to your brother Nick 
Skinacre ; are ye ready 1 ** 

" I am " 

"Well, fii-eaway.^ 
"* Dear Nick: 

" ^ Come to me at once, don't lose a niinit ; 
I have a bit of a speculation on hand, tliat must be 
attended to at once ; it may be the manes o' puttin' 
twenty pounds apiece in our pockets ; tlie party I'm 
dalin* with, must have the agreement drawn up to- 
night ; he says his time is precious. If youVe not . 
Iiere by 8 o'clock the whole plan will be upset Don't 
fail to start tlie minit the gossoon I'm sending claps - 
this into your fist'" 

"'Michael Skinacre.'" 

" Tha^s nate," said Bill, finishing tlie note ; " now, 
wliat's to go on the other sheet? " 

"The same identical words, only this time alter. 
your hand, and write as if you wor Nick." 

** Now that we've got so far, Phil, what's the next . 
movet" 

"The next thing will be, to get a couple o'bouchals 
for a penny, or tuppince, and send these notes to 
tlieir proper addi'ess, and we'll offer sixpence to the 
boy that gets backfiret; that will lielp to spur them on, 
and then, when tlie Skinacres start out, I know a short 
cut to Nick's house, and you know as short n one to 
Mick's place, and after our job's performed Jemmy 
Lannigan's side-car will whip us off in two two's, and 
before sunrise to-moiTow we'll be ploughin' the briney 
Atlantic!" 

I may tell you, sir, that there was'nt much time 
lost in getting a couple o' messengers to deliver the 
notes to the Skinacres; in fsu^t, the whole matter 
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was planned and carried out in less than one hour. 

Night was just comin' on, when Mick and Nick, af- 
ter gettin' the messages, set out to hurry along the 
mountain pass to visit each other; the twenty pounds 
mentioned in each message caused the Skinaci*es to 
walk at a brisker rate than they ever walked befoix^ 
and just as the moon was beginning to ])eep from be- 
hind a cloud, my bowld buckoes met each other faco 
to face, exactly forninst the door of the *^Foz and 
Goosed 

" Is that YOU Mick V "Is that you Nick," I ** says 
the pair o* tliem, spakin' together. 

"1 didn't lose a minit after gettin' your message," 
says Mick. 

" I sent you no message," says Nick ; but I didn't 
wait to finish my supper, when the gossoon handed 
me yours." 

" Mine! shure I didn't send any." 

"Well, here it is in your own hand," says Nick. 

" Here is youra, wid your name at the bottom of it," 
says Mick. 

"I didn't write a scrap this blessed night," says 
Nick. 

" Nor I, neither," says Mick ; " but I begin to think 
some clever schamer has bamboozled the pair of us. 

" Whoever he is," says Nick, ** he is no gom with 
his pen." 

" Well, Nick, I suppose there's no use o' losin' our 
temper over it, so step in with me to the " Fox and 
Goose^^^ and we'll drink a glass apiece on the head of 
it," ^ 

In the 'meantime, the O'Shea boys had perfonned 
tlieir plan to perfection.- 

After the Skinacres got their drink, they bid good 
night to one another, and tlien went their way, each 
to his own home. 

And you may bet your life, sir, they opened tlieir 
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eyes party wide after examining tlieir tin cases, and 
finding themselves poorer men by twenty pounds, 
tlian before they set out on their wild-goose chase. 

-For many a day after the whole affair was pub- 
lished in the ** Hue and Cr)-,'' with a personal descrip- 
tion of Bill and Phil O'Shea. 

But the O'Slieas got s^ifel)' on board a steamer 
bound for America, tlie next morning. 

They soon settled down in the United States on a 
farmi where their industry was better rewarded than 
it was on the lands o' the Skinacres. In the coorse of 
about ten yeiirs, they were both rich men, and made 
up tlieir minds to return to Ireland ; and when they 
kem back, invested in hundreds of rich acres. They 
wor here a long while, before their return was known 
to the Skinacres. 

However, the O'Sheaa took it into their heads, one 
morning, to introduce themselves, after hearin' that 
Mick and Nick had lost all, and were workin' as 
farm laborci-s, wherever the)^ were lucky enough to 
find a job. Bill and Phil sent for them, and refunded 
tlie forty pounds, wid interest, provided they'd move 
to some distant part of the country. 

The Skinacres were oveijoyed, and often regretted 
the shabby tratement they practised in the days gone 
by on tlieir former tenants. Bill and Phil O'Shea. 



Digitized 



by Google 



c 



tkrntj) Mitstlt. 



H» » 






>>. 



1 



A 









f 






1 ? 



h lit; - . .. ^ 



'■1% ' 'i i ' f 



.4 

There is a stone there. 
That whoever kisses, 
0, he never misses 
To grow eloquent. 

Mahony. 

'^X^HAUN Geary, I'm surprised at your simplicity,** 
X^ saiil Tom Flynn to his friend during an inter- 
val of rest in the hay-field one morning, " you, that's 
well known to be as brave as a lion in danger, to b9 
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80 chicken-hearted in love; troth, I always gave you 
credit for more spirit ; what must the beautiful Peggy 
Malion think o* your quare behavior ? '' 

" I don't know, faix, but I'm very much afeerd my 
sheepish bashfulness will play the mischief with me 
entirely." 

*• I suppose Peggy knows that you'd like to nuuTy 
lier." 

*• Well, if I may judge by the looks o' the darlin', I'd 
say she does, but I'd give the world, if I could, to 
have her own sweet answer by word o' mouth." 

** How can ye reasonably expect an answer, till you 
ask her first, whether she'll have ye I" 

** For a king's ransom, Tom, I couldn't force my lips 
to spake the word; I've attempted it over and over 
ogin, )*e8, a hundred tiuies, and just as I thry to throw 
out a hint about marriage, my convei'sation drifts all 
of a sudden into another subject, maybe, about the 
crojjs, or the weather, or the thnisli in the cage, or the 
lioney -suckle, or a hundred other nonsensical little mat- 
ters, that has little pleasure or consara for either of us." 

** The next time you meet her near the garden wick- 
et, just pluck up courage, and say you're dying for 
her." 

" I wish 1 could, Tom, but I'm afeerd the words 
vrould kill me.'^ 

" Kill ye t so much the better ; why, man alive, sure 
tliat would go to prove the truth o' your dying decla- 
ration." 

** Ah, don't be laffin' at my misfortunes, Tom avick ! " 

" Indeed, Shaun, I don't pity you one haporth. You 
tliink the girl loves you, and you're sure that you love 
her; trotli, ye must bo purty far gone, when ye can't 
find a word to plade yer own cause." 

"That's thrue Tom, but if I'd only the courage to 
express what's on my mind, I'd bo able to spake vol- 
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*' You sent her a bunch of posies the other day, I 
believe." 

"I did; an* whisper, Tom," snid Shaun, taking- a 
scrap of paper from his breast pocket 

** Wluu's that? a ten pound note, is it?" 

*^ No, but though it isn't a bank-note, the same bit 
o' paper contiiins notes more valuable in my eye; 
notes thait I intend to warble some fine day in pniise 
o' tlie beautiful Peggy Mahon." 

** As sure as this scythe is in my hand, Sliaun, I be- 
lieve your mind is goin' stravagin'. So yeVe tuck to 
writin' poethry about Peg. Well, I see, if you lack 
raison, you intend to have rliyme ; but let me hear it, 
anyhow." 

" I will, only I hope you wont be humbuggin mo 
about it after. It's a verse or two I composed last 
night, while takin' a quiet ramble along by Abbeyside, 
and watchia' the red sun danciu' on the ripplin' waves 
o' Dungarvan Bay." 

*' Whew ! Shaun, the weather is too broilin' hot to be 
standin' in this unsheltered spot; we may as well go 
over to the green ditch on the other side o' the 
meadow." • 

*' It is mad hot, sure enough," said Shaun, tlurowing 
down his rake, after which he and his friend leixped 
across a small drain that bounded the meadow. 

'* It's cool an' shady enough here, so now, if you're 
ready, Shaun, I'll listen to your composition." 

** Troth, Tom, I don't think it's nmch to bo proud 
of," said Shaun, as he cleared hh throat, " but such as 
it is, you're welcome to it ; " and in a rich, manly voice, 
he sung tlxese simple lines : 

COLLE^X EVERUORB. 

I strayed one evening in July 
Down by swoot Abbcy^sido; 
The Aneol of my heart was nigh: 
I asked her for my bride. 
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She wliispered softly in my oar; 
** Ob, Shaun Avick Asthore! 
You know Tm yours, and only yours. 
Your. Colleen overmore.'* 

We married were soon after that 

The chaj>cl stood close by. 

The parish priest, goo<l Father Mat, — 

Long may ho life enjoy — 

As he blessed us botji and mode us one, 

Said I, " Peggy Asthore, 

Faith, now you're mine, and only mine, 

My Colleen evermore." 

" More power to you,** cried Tom. " BegoiTa, I 
didn't thinlc you liad that mucli in ye. A man that 
can scribble poethry an' give voice to it to boot in such 
fine style, ought to be able to spake a sinsible word to 
tlie Colleen Dhas that loves him.^ 

"I know that, Tom, but whsit am I to do? I know 
that every glance o' Peg's blue eye, every smile that 
plays about her sweet faytures, seems to tell mo in 
language as plain as daylight, that^ if I could only 
bring myself to ask her to say the word, I'd get a 
favorable answer in return." 

" Ah, Shaun, my poor fellow, ifs a pity youVe so 
tongue-tied." 

** It's a complaint, Tom, I'm afeerd there's no cure 
for." 

" I only know of wan remedy, Shaun, an' if that 
doesn't cure ye, your case must be a hopeless one." 

" Tell me what it is, Avick, and if money can buy 
it Fll thry the experiment" 

"Well, then I'd recommend ye to thravel without 
delayfor the * ^nefit o'your health." 

** Thravel I an-ah, where would I be thravellin' to ?" 

" To Blarney Castle, there's where you'll thravel to, 
and if you're sinsible you'll lose no time, but start at 
once." 

" And what will I be doin' at Blarney Castle ? " 
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" Why, go and rub your lips to tlio Bhiniey Stone, 
and after ye do that, you'll find that the powera o' 
speech will come as natural as life to ye. You know 
what the song says about it ? " 

*'0u the top 0* the wall, 

But take cure yon don't full. 

There's a Stone that conUiins all the Bhirney." 

" Troth, Tom, I think I'll follow your counsel, an' I 
don't know what came over nio at all, not to give 
lilarney a thouoht before, but it's not too Lite yet, 
and when 1 go home this cvenin' I'll prepare myself^ 
for a visit to tlie same Stone, and to-morrow mornin', 
jdaze gooilness, I'll pack otV bv the first train that goes 
to Cork." 

Shann, aften coniph»ting his day's work, returned to 
his cabin with a lighter heart than ho hjul felt for 
nnmy a long d:iy ; ho retired to rest somewhat earlier 
ihan usual that night, to dream, no doubt, of the nnir- 
velous (pnilities of the famous Blarney Stone; the 
next nuu'ning he r4)se with the lark, .and after partaking 
of a hnsty repast, put on his holiday garb, and taking 
will) him his ])olishe(l blackthorn, set out on his 
osculatory pilgrimage, humming merrily as ho pro- 
ceeded towards the railway station — 

*' Tlu» ^rrovoH o' lilarni'V thry arc so charming, 
Down by the pnrlinp at Hwvet HJlver brooks." 

Hlarney Castle is about four and a half miles from 
Ci>rk ; it is situated on a rock, and consists of one 
massive, square tower. This stronghold was erected 
about the middle of the fifteenth century, by Corniac 
McCarthy, whose ancestors had been chieftains in 
Munsteis from a period long ante^Jdent to the 
Knglish invasion. The fate of the once formidable 
Clan of the McCarthy is similar to that of nearly all 
tlie ancient fannlies of Ireland. The descendants in 
a direct line may be often found working as day 
laborers, around the ruins of castles where their fore- 
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fatliers had ruled, and in many instances a period oi 
less than two centuries has passed between tlieir gran- 
deur and their degi-adation. The touching story tliat 
IB told of the representative of tlie ilcCaithy may find 
its parallel in nearly every btirony of Irel.ind. 

A late proprietor of a portion of these forfeited 
estates observed one evening in his demesne an nged 
man, stretched at the foot of an old tree, sobbing 
as tliough his heart would break. On expressing 
syropathy, and inquiring tlie cause of such excessive 
sorrow, be received this answer : 

"I am a McCartliy, once the possessor of that 
castle and these broad-lnnds ; tliis tree I planted, and 
returned to water it with my tears ; to-morrow I sail 
* for Spain, where I have been an exile and an outlaw 
since the 4'evolution ; to-night^ for the last time, I bid 
farewell to the place of my birth and the home of my 
ancestors." • 

Bat to return to Shaun, and tlie mystic stone. 

** Whoso influcnco such is. 

That attmction it gives ull it touches.'' 

In conclusion, however, I sliall use Shnun*s own 
words, as nearly as I c^n remember them. 

" Begorra sir," said he, " I must have had a four- 
leaved Shamrock about me, for good luck seemed to 
trip me up at nearly every step I tuck. About tlu'oe 
o'clock that aftcnioon, I found myself safe and sound 
in tlie beautiful city o' Cork, and as I hni)i)oned to 
have goold and silver galore in my pocket at the time, 
I hired an outside car, and wliipped over to Blarney 
in less than no time; and as soon as I drew up before 
the public house in tlie village, what should I see 
but a dacint party of Americans ; some o' tliem wor 
my own countrymen, with the laste touch in life o' the 
Yankee accent Men that had spent years of exile in 
the land o* tlie free beyond the Atlantic, and had just 
Icem back to breathe their native air, and to tiiko, 
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iiijiy be, their last fond peeput tlieniountirins, glens, and 
rivers of their owld niotherljind. Well, sir, to nnike a 
long story short, the most o' them wor there in Bhu-ney 
that day, bent on the sixnie mission as myself; aind, as 
good fortimo wonld have it, one o' the party was u 
native o' my own parish. So, after chattin' over owUl 
times for a while, wo refreshed onrselves, and started 
at once for the Castle ; when wo got to it, we lost no 
time in climbing np the spiral staircase, till we found 
onrselves on the battleinents jibove; and the minit it 
kem round to my turn*to kiss the stone, down they 
lowered me, head first, from the top o' the wall, which, 
1 am towld, is about one hundred and twenty feet from 
the ground. Well, sir, when my lips reached the si)ot, 
maybe I didn't salute the niagical tongue-sweetenor 
with a hearty smack; indeed, then, if you'd believe ir, 
it is wonderful what «a nnght}' pleasant effect the 
kissin' o' the same celebrated stone had on me. I felt 
the inspiration at once, and it luis stuck to me from 
that blessed day to this. And when' I got home after 
my pleasant journey, 1 felt as bold as brass. I next 
visited Peggy, the darlin' o' my heart, and spoke np 
like a man, without the lasto hesitation, askin' her to 
nan»e the day when she'd become Mrs. Geary. Well, 
you know the rest: she soon verified the truth o' the 
little love song I wrote about her, and became, iu 
reality, my own Colleen evermore. 

" And now, sir, if in your travels you should ever 
chance to stumble across any poor bouchal suffbrin' 
from the complaint that once troubled me, just give 
him mv prescription, for it's a sure cure ; and if he 
but follows it out to the letter, barrin' he's not entirely 
gone beyond recovery, I'll go bail, he'll never have 
any cause to regret Ids pilgrimage to the Blarney 
Stone. 
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*^<fS\THLEEN,"8ai(l Gerald Burke to liis young 
:^^ wife, ** you now stand for tlio first time with- 
in Uic walls of my ancestors; you will soon bepn to 
feol at home, and in less than one week you will say 
that you like Dublin nuich better than the country. 
See, the servants are here to welcome us, Connac, 
Agatha, you see I have brought you a mistress. 
Agatha, just show my wife around the house." 

"This way, n^e lady, folly me, if ye plase," said 
Agathu, as she led her mistress from the room. 

Gerald motioned Cormac to remain. Connac was 
an old and faithful servant, who had grown gray in the 
s<*rviee of the Burke family; he had served them from 
boylu><>d. Hm stood at least six feet in height, and, 
notwithstantling his age, for ho was about sixty-five, 
he bore himself loftily, and to his full altitude ; his 
shoulders were thrown back, his expansive chest dis- 
played to its greatest breadth, and as he moved, there 
was the graee of perfect svumietrv in every motion, 

'* Cormac!" ** Yes, Mr.' Gerald!" 

"Have you seen mv cousin, Arlhur Fitzgendd, 
lately f" . ' a » 

" No, sir," answered Ctn*mac, *' an' not makin' you 
am uncivil answer, I don't care if I never see him, or 
hear of him neither, for the matter o' that." 

" Do you know where he resides at present T ^ 



His house is in Rathmiues." 
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" Well, Cormac, you must contrive to see him to-day, 
and request liini to come here this evening ; you may 
also tell him of my mamnge; I sliould have mentioned 
it before, but didn't care about breaking the ill news 
to him.'* 

"Ill, ill news!" cried Cormac; "what sirt is it 
with an angel like Kathleen for a wife f You, that 
ou<*;ht to be the happiest man in Ireland, muslui I how 
bad ye are wid your ill news I " 

"It will be ill news to my cousin Arthur, at all 
events." 

"An' what's the raison o' that I " 

" Because he expected me to die early, and make 
liim my heir." 

" Oh, the vilhiin ! " cried Coimac ; " but I'm glad to 
see ye've turned the tables on him ; diCj indeed, to 
plaze a vagabone like him ; what a gomoluke you'd bo ! 
You take my advice, as an owld friend o' the family, 
and just live as long as ye can, to spite the thief; and 
80 you're bent on seeing him to-day, sir t " 

" Yes, Connac, if possible." 

" Very well, Gerald aroon I I'll hunt him up ; al- 
though, if I had my way, it's the soft ind o' my black- 
thorn on his back-bone I'd like to be givin' him, 
instead of a welkim to this house. Watch him well, I 
warn ye, for the bad drop is in him ! " cried the old man 
as he quitted the apailment. 

" Poor, old, faithful Cormac," mused Gerald, " he is 
not far astray in his estimation of my cousin Arthur. I 
expect an explosion as soon as he arnves ; it is the only 
anxiety I have in connection with my marriage ; for I 
almost promised him in one of my misanthropic fits to 
allow my estate to revert to his branch of the family. 
However, my mind has changed since then 

" Gerald," cried Kathleen, as she entered the room, 
" everything is delightfully aiTanged ; this is a very 
well ordered house, a place for every things, and every- 
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tliiuff in its place, but it is so large, so grand, I am 
afr:ii<l my country habits will never become accus- 
toiued to the change. Wo lived so differently at 
lionie, you remember." 

**That reminds nie," said Gerald: ** Kathleen, I 
on«^ht to have spokcni to you befi>re, concerning your 
brotlier Dominic. I know, love, there has been avast 
difference between your education and his. You 
liave been habituated from your earliest years to the 
usages of society, and to the refinements of conversa- 
tional life, but it is not so with Dominic, whose only 
education lias been that of the farm-house, and whose 
manners are those of the field; if he were known to 
be y4)ur brother, he would act as a drag upon you, 
besi<K»s being constantly in a false position himself; 
my plan, Kathleen, is this: let him be presented to tlie 
housrhoKl as tlie new steward of our estate.** 

*' Where is Kathleen ? where is her husband t ^ 
were the words heard at that moment proceedings 
from a stent4>nan voice in the hall ; a moment later, and 
Donn'nic O'Doherty stood beside 1 lis sister in the pres- 
ence of her husband. 

"Here I am at length," cried Donunic, "in the 
mighty City of Dublin ; Kathleen aroon» I may thank 
your husband, my brother-in-law, for this change; he 
would insist on transplanting mo from Tipperaiy's 
golden vales to this big forest of stone and morUir. I 
was nearly losing myself from bewilderment, making 
my way here. I can't say much for the good breed- 
"^S ^f y<^^»i' servants, Gerald. Your hall servant 
wanted to know who I was, but I soon satisfied him 
that it was none of his business ; fai.x, I believe the 
ignoramuses take n)e to be a sort of servant to my 
sister and yourself." 

"Perhaps it is better they should," said Gerald. 
" You will take no offense, I am sure, wliere none is 
meant. Suppose you represent yourself for a time to 
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ho nierely what tlic liouscliold lian taken j'ou for ; don't 
contnidict them ; let them believe yon to be the stew- 
ard of the estate. I am ])erfecily willinjf, nay, I 
should bo proud to acknowled;fe yon as my brother, 
but I C4innot force society, witii its caustic wit, to ad- 
mire j'ou as much as I do.** 

** Consider it a bar^jain," answered l)4>minic. ** Sure, 
after all, the only thin;^ I C4n*e for is the happiness of 
my sister, and now inform me how your steward 
must ])ass awaiy his time." 

•* You must furni.sh the stores re(pn'red for the 
liouse anil the stable, kee]) ai*counts, ])ay the bills 
and — he was here interrnptrd by his cousin, Arthur 
Fitz;»:endd, who burst suddenly into the dunnber." 

** Gerald, is this news true?" aske<l Arthur. 

" It is true that 1 am married, if you refer to that, " 
rejdied (ierald. 

V You are the first of yoiu* name, sir, wlio ever 
broke his word." 

*' 1 have not broken my word," cried CJerald. 

•* You have," said Arthur; "you |UH>mi.sed never to 
marry." 

** Ni) ! You are wron^^ Arrlmr. 1 said it was unlikely 
1 should ever marry, and 1 promised in that, case to 
make no will, but to suffer my estate. to pass to you, 
my ne}^t of kin, and heir-at-law; 1 have chanj>:ed my 
mind, as I had a rij^ht to do, and I have sunnnoned 
you hero to present you to ujy wife." 

**Ifyou attempt to introduce your wife to me. Til 
iiiHuU her to her face, I am tell you, sir," he added, 
with clenched teeth, ** you have not c<)me to the end 
of tliiii nmtter." He then rushed frantically from tho 
rooD). 

• . • ♦ ♦ • « 

On tlio following evenin*; there was to bo a fornuil 
reception. Kathleen and Dominic were busily em- 
ployed in making due preparations. ** Kathleen 
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acuslilji," said Dominic, ** I feel as much out of place 
amoiijf tliese silken, snj'-ar-tonjruod niorUiIs, svs a beetle 
in a bee-hive ; I am afrai<l Til gai more stinjf tlnui 
honev; my {ifentiliiy is in the rough just at present, 
we niust have it cnt'and polished by degrees." 

** Ah, Doniinic," replied Kathleen, ** I have no wish 
to see you changed ; only be what you have ever 
been, my own, true, honest-hearted, siujple country 
brother and friend." 

. ** t am afraitl, Kathleen, I am but a cloud over your 
brightness; for in this genteel society I must keep 
my sunny side hidden from the worhl's eye. 

Meanwhile, a scene of a totally difi'erent chamcter 
was being enacted in an outer portion of the dwelling. 
On a moonlit balcony, two masked figures nnght be 
seen, cautiously making their way through an open 
window into the reception room, which was but par- 
tially liglited. 

** You have secured the gold and silver' plate T** 
whispered one. 

'* Yes," was the rejdy. 

** Good ; the guests even now are preparing to 
assemble." 

** Here is paper and pencil ; before we depart, just 
write what I dictate ; are you ready ? " 

'* I am." 

'* Put down the following: 

** Dear Dominic : 

'^ l^he plate is oui*8 ; leave the house as 
soon as you pick up this i^ote ; you will find me at 
the old hostelry, where we first planned the robbery 
of your aristocratic brother-in-law." 

Having dropped the note wliere it might be easily 
perceived, botli men proceeded at once towards the 
window, but on reaching the balcony, they suddenly 
found themselves in the gnusp of a* powerfully built 
man ; a terrible struggle ensued ; life and death hung oa 
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the issue; a heavy bhid^^eon is uplifted, one crushing 
blowy and all is still; the masked men have disap- 
peared. 

Shortly after, all the guests are attracted to the 
chamber by the gi'oans of a man on the balcony. 

Tlie chamber is quickly illuminated, and the in- 
jured man is Ciuried in ; one of the party, having 
picked up the note, hands it to Gerald, who, after 
having read it aloud, to the unspeakable amazement 
of the assemblage, turns to Dominic and asks him to 
explaiu its meaning. 

•*0 Gendd ! " exclaimed Kathleen, "you surely do 
not suspect my brother Douiinic of dishonesty ? " 

** Gei-ald Burke,** said Dominic; ** you are my sis- 
ter's husband; consequently I must stifle my indig- 
nation ; reason may serve where anger might fail." 

"Whist! Whist! asy," said the wounded man, ris- 
ing and tottering towards Gerald. 

*• What, Cormac, my poor fellow, is it you I " 

" It is what's left o nie, Slisther Gerald, "said the 
ohl man, in a voice scarcely above a whisper; "there 
seems to be a swarm o' little stars winkiu' and blinkin' 
foreninst my two eyes this blessed minit. Oh I my 
poor head ; ^ he staggered backwards, and drop])ed 
into a chair; a glass of wine was brought in by a 
servant and applied to his lips, afrer which his words 
became more coherent 

"I ask your pardon, good people, for disturbin' 
yez; but the polthogue 1 got from the rapparee on 
the balcony \u\s sent my wits stravagin'. 

" Where did I leave off? Tell me, for the love o' 
mercy, wliere I left off. Ah ! I remeuiber me now ; 
didn't I hear some o' ye mintioning the name o 
Dominic O'DoIierty, in connection with the robbery 1 
youVe all in the wrong ; I tell yez, if ye whisper on€ 
word that would cast a suspicious thougiit agin' tiie 
character o' that honest young man ; he is as innocent 
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anil as free o' this crime as the child unborn. Til tell 
ve, when my mind comes back to me, all about the 
wliole atlair. " 

** Listen, this is how it happened ; I scented the 
robbers in tlio garden below, and follied them, unbe- 
knownst, up tlieir own rope ladder; they were just 
after plunderin' the lower room of the gold and sil- 
\'er i)late ; at first I intended to give the alarm, but 
the rogues were too ([uiek about their work, and for 
fear o' lettin them slip through my fingers, I made 
u|) my mind to trap them on the balcony, on their way- 
out wid their plunder. I watched every move, an' 
listened to every whisper, and heard one o' them dic- 
tatin' what's on that bit o' paiper to get Dominic into 
a hobble, ati' to thry an' make out that you, Gerald, 
wor linked to the sister of a thief.'' 

** Did you recognize the rascal, CormacI" inquired 
Gerald. 

** I did, sir ; the chief schamer was your own cousin, 
Arthur Fitzgerald ; the other is jis well known to tlie 
peelers as Nelson's Pillar; they'd tell you his character 
at the Four Coiu'ts, f*>r it wais no other than that gal- 
lus bird, Bartle Grady. I towld you sir, your cousin 
Artluu' had the bad drop in him, an' you see now 
how it had to come out.'' 

"Kathleen, Dominic, can you over forgive met" 
asked Gerald. 

" Think no more of it, Gerald," said his wife. 

" Faith, Gerald," said Donunic ; " I nmst confess, the 
last half horn- looked mighty black for me, yet believe 
me, I almost bless the vanished clouds, whose black- 
ness makes more beautiful the sun-light of this hour*^ 
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To the hills of MacLir, to Crcovroo's height. 

To Tani, the glory of Krin, 

To the fiiiry imlaco that glances bright 

Oil thu \Hii\k of the blno Cnocfeerin, 

I vainly hietl: I went west and eiut, 

Travelied seaward and shoreward — 

lint thns was I greeted, at tiold and at feast. 

Thy way lies onward and forward. 

ilanynn. 

^^^N the grand owld tiiues, sir, when Ireh\nd liad 
(jji luir own kings*/' said my good-natui'ed his- 
torian, ** Knork Fierna, or tlie hill o' the fairies, Inid \\ 
Castle wid a windy in it for every blessed day o* the 
yeau\ It's the highest mountain in the Comity o' Lim- 
erick, and there's a well on the top" of it, that can he 
seen to this day ; many a wondherful story is towld 
about ihe same enclumted well, and if it only had the 
gift i)' speech to spake for itself, it could relate some 
marvi'llous things, I dare say. It is said that u nn'ghty 
treasure-house was dikcover4*d by a bravo bit of u gfos- 
soon, that foimd an opening low down in the well, one 
fine suunner's night maiiy years ago. As the story 
goes, he was led into a beautiful castle, and the door- 
keeper, that stands ready to welc4)me every visitor^ is 
said to be an owld man with a long gray beardj that 
nearly t4)uches his feet ; he is known by all that spake 
of him, as '* tlie gray nnm," an' it is saill, he is often to 
be seen on moonlight nighis, wandherin' along the bor- 
ders of a hike, neiir the small village of Killimicat, and 
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tluitlies between Kiioclc Fierna and tlie river Shamion. 
It happened on one fine sunnner's evening that a few 
gosfi^oons from Killiniicat wor divartin' tlieniselves up 
tJie mountain sides, andafther tirin' themselves out wid 
the day's sport, and as the sun was be<>:innin' to set, 
they sat down beside tlie well to amuse eaich other wid 
story tellin'. One o' the boys, Nick Geraghty, a big 
raw-boned huup of a fellow, wid a wicked eye and a 
spiteful tongue, towld a tale that nearly fiightened the 
wits out o' the rest o' theni, but the boy he thried to 
frighten most was little Phadrig Brannaigan, a wake, 
dhawnee crature, not nuich bigger than a fenit, the 
only son o' the poor widda Brannagan. And more be* 
token, the big savaige Nick Gernghty had a grudge 
agin little Phadrig, and all bekase Phadrig exposed 
Nir.k's father, near auul far; and the reason was, ye see, 
. Nick's father was a bailiff on his Lordship's estjite, and 
without rhyme or raison had poor Pliadrig'« mother 
turned off the little green patch o' land she was born 
on, for they saiy the vagabone had his coveteous eye 
on" the widdii's cozey cabin, aiul wanted it for himself, 
and with the help o' the agent, another blnck villain, 
he got the widda an' her son out of it, and all unbe- 
knownst to his Lordship of the Castle, who doesn^t 
knoiv half the misery some of his poor tetuuitry have 
to suffer, on account of his agents and bailiffs. 

Well, sir, cine o* the stories towld by the boys was 
about the wondherfnl treasures to be found by who- 
ever was bowld enough to explore the enchanted well. 
Nick Genighty said that if he could see " the gray old 
man" o' the fairy caistle, and get his consint, he 
wouldn't be the histe afeerd to go down the well an* 
tliry liis fortune. 

Little Phadrig Brannagan said that if ho was sure o' 
Tfetthi* all the goold in the univai'se, it wouldn't tempt 
liiui to risk his life. "My poor mother, ** saxys he, 
^' finds it hard enough Us it is, to keep hvv h@(vd ubova 
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watlier ; what wouUl heroine of lier at all, at all, if any- 
thing wjw to happen nie, the only prop she Inuj to 
support her owld a^^e i "^ 

Well, wid that Nick Geraghty gev a n>ar of a horse 
laugh at little Phadrig's expense. , 

"An' faix, a pnrty prop ye are, my little njidge," s\z 
he ; '* that's the little rogue, boys, that went round about 
villifj'in' my dacint father." 

'* I only towld the truth about your father, *" 8iz 
Phadrig; *'di<ln't he turn my mother out of her little 
cabin, that he coveted for himself f" 

"Take care it's not worse wid you and your moth- 
er before youVe niuch owlder," siz (leraghiv. 

"Take care what ye say," siz little Phadrig; "for 
ril spake up in defince o' my mother while Pve a 
spark o' life in my body." 

" Luk at the strut o'the little dwarf," siz Genighty. 
" lie's as proud as punch." 

" Pm no prouder than an honest mother's son ought 
to be," siz little Phadrig ; "Pd feel very little pri<U*, in 
troth, if I was the son of an owld time-sarvin' baililF." 

Well, sir, after he spoke them words, big Geraghty 
drew out and struck him a luavy blow of Ins ugly fist, 
that stretched little Phadrig on the broad of Ins back, 
an' 'twasn't long before the blood began to flow from 
his nose, mouth, and ears. Ilis companions begun to 
be afeerd and thought the life was out o' him entirely, 
but he was a hardy little crathur, he got over it in a 
jiffey, and was again as lively as a sjUmon ; he kept 
quiet after that, and didn't open his mouth, but there 
was a look in his eye that spoke volumes. 

At hvst one o' the gossoons, that went down the 
mountain before the scrinnnage began, was seen nnikin' 
his way up to the well again, wid a big coil o' rope on 
his sho wider. " I got this," siz he, " from my father's 
haggart (hay-yard). There's over fifty fut o' rope in 
it, so here goes to measure the depth o' the fiiiry well." 
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Willi tlmt ho lowered it into tlie well, but, faix, it 
didn't seem to reach the bottom of it 

** It's long enough, I'll go bail, for any one that's 
ibiiin' enough to go ih>wn and pay a visit to the gray 
man. Now, buys, which o' ye will be the first to go in 
Hearch o' the treasure ?" 

*• Why, you, of cooi'se," siz little Phadrig. 

** Is it me,** SI2 Gi*nighty, changin' color. 

** Yes, you, who else f aren't ye the biggest among 
usf An' if your CiHimge isaqnil to your size, you'll be 
the first to go down tlie well." 

" Me, indeed ! " siz Genightx*. ** What an omadhawn 
rdbe!'' 

*' Is it sliowin' the white feather ye'll be, after all 
yer brave tadk a while ago I " siz Plnulrig. 

** Bijys, don't nn'nd the little Spidogue," roared Ger- 
Bghty ; ''doesn't it only stand to raison that the light- 
est aniitng us sluuild nuike the first trial ? 

** Now 1 did think fii'6t o'drawin' lots, but that would 
be Inirdly fair, for it might cxune to my own turn to 
be the first, and as I happen to be the biggest o' the 
crowd, who knows but the rope, which doesn't ap- 
]>ear to be over-strong, might break, and then what 
would yez dof My advice is, an' 1 think you'll all 
agi'ee tliat 'tis the fairest to let the smallest gossoon 
among us go first" With that he fastened one end 
of the rope around the waist of little Phadrig and had 
liim over into the well before any one could stop him. 

''Phadrig is the fittest to explore the well," siz 
lie, lowering him down deeper and deeper; "he's 
as light as a stmw, aiiMf he only lives to come back an' 
tell us all aibout " the gray man," I'll give ye my word, 
boys, I'll be the next to go down by the same rope." 

Some of Geraghty's C4>mpanions tried to persuade 
htm to hoist Phadrig up again ; but it was no use, he 
was a black villaiui aud they thought it dangerous to 
meddle witli him. 
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Poor little Phadrig's wnke voice could now be lic^ird 
from below, cry in' : " Let nie up, let me up, think o' my 
poor mother, that has no one to purtect her!" Hits 
cries got wuker, and wuker, the lower he went down. 
And after he was low enough, Geraghty tied wliat 
rope was loft around the trunk of an owld withered 
three. It wavs after sunset by this time, axnd the boys 
all scattered themselves, 'not knowiu' what to say or 
do about the matter; they w'ov all afeerd o' beiii«f 
blamed for Pha*lrig's disappearance. So they didn't 
lose a minit till they got safe into the village o' Kil- 
limicat. 

Nick Geraghty stood by the well long after the 
others went away; sometimes he would peep down an* 
cry out, '* did ye meet * the gray man' yet ?" but the 
only answer lieM get was his own echo ; then he would 
tug at the rope, but it was siised of its burden; Iih 
would next pull it up, but there was no sign o' httle 
Piiadrigon tlie end of it; the moon then appeared, like 
a pierce o' bright silver comiu' out of an inky cloud ; 
'twas then Geraghty peeped into the well again, an* 
roared like a big ma<l bull, callin' on Phadrig, but the 
only sound he could hear in the shape of an answer 
was his own coorse voice. He then turned as pale as a 
sheet an' began to see, when it was too late, what a 
serious thing it was to play wid the life of a fellow- 
crature ; so, when he found he could do no more, he 
dropped the rope into the well again, and made his 
way, wid a long face and a troubled mind, down the 
side o' Knock Fierna, and huo the village a' Killimi- 
cat. 

Poor little Phadrig's mother, you may believe, didn't 
get nnich rest or sleep that night. She sat by the cabin- 
windy, waitiu' to hear his footsteps. Sometimes she 
would go up to the end o' the boreen and take a long 
look as fan- as she could stretch her eyes in the nioon- 
lijrht, but every thinjj was ais still an' quiet as the gp-avQ, 
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At last midniglit keni, but still no sign of Pliadrig, who 
was tlie apple of liis motliers eye. Sometimes she re- 
lieved Ijer niiiul by thinkliiMie might have strayed off 
to A fair or market in some o' the big neighborin' towns. 
In this way slie counted every liour o* the livelong 
night, till at last she spied the sun peepin' over the 
blue peaks o' Knock Fierna. Then the poor woman 
got alanned entirely, an' towld every nciglibor she 
met about the sorrow she was in oyer her darling little 
Phadrig. Well, 'twas surprisin' how soon the news 
spread ; wihUire couldn't howld a candle to it ; in less 
time than I'm tellin' ye it was on every lip in Killimi- 
cat about the sudden disappearance o' little Phadrig 
Brannagam. 

Tlie hunt wns up at once. Even Nick Gerjxghty 

fMirtinded to be as anxious as any one about finding 
dm, when, lo and behold, what should he spy, or 
what should he S'*o, d'ye think, trudging .down the 
mountain-pass, an' singin' as merry, as a lark, and 
every pocki't \h* \uu\ bulged out with goolden guineas, 
but my bowld little Phadrig himself. 

" Piiadrig avick," siz Geraghty, *' I'm nn'ghty glad 
to see ve alive." 

"Tisu't your fault that Pm livin',"siz littje Phadrig. 

** I didn't nnme ye any harm last night," siz Ger- 
aghty. 

** You didn't mane me any good, ye mane," siz 
Phadrig. 
/** Twas only meant as a joke," siz Geraghty. 

" Well, if it was, you luxd your laugh last night ; 
and I have mine this mornin', for I have goold enough, 
thanks to *the gray man,' to make me and n>y mother 
comfort<able for. life," siz Phadrig. 

" Pm plazed to hear it," siz Geraghty. 

** If youVe plazed," siz Phradrig, " you've altered 
greatly since yesterday, when, you hit me that pol 
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« Forget Jind forgive," siz Gennghty, *' «iu' tell me 
liow you fared with *the gray num.' " 

" We'll 8siy no niore about it," siz Pluulrig, " for 
after all I niay thank you for my good luck. Well, 
'tliea you nuist know that when 1 got to the bottom o' 
the well, I touched a goolden knob in the waiU f(U*ninst 
lue. And the moment I did, would you believe me, 
Geraahty, a big door flew open, and there stood * tlio 
gray man' ready to welkin) me, with a «milo on his faco 
like a sunbame, and maybe he didn't show mo all the 
beauties 'o the place; he whippe«l mo from the ground 
and tuck me in his arms, an' thravelled with the 
speed 'o thought over both say and land. 

*'* Where are ye takin' me,' siz I, getrin' frightened. 

"* Onward and forward,' .siz he, and with that he 
pointed out to me from the edge 'o the wathera goold- 
en, fairy-like palace standin' out on one o' the highest 
peaks of the Knock Fierna. 

" * An' where are ye goin wid mo now,' I axed him 
agin. 

"* Onward an' forward,' siz he; thai was* the only 
answer I could get from him. lie then tuck me in- 
side the grand palace, an' med me feel at home wid 
kings, queens, iind royal bards; oh, and if ye heerd the 
anisic, and such dancin', .ind the songs, you'd say ye 
never heerd the like before. And if you wor to see 
the kingly banquet, an' meaiitin' and dhrinkin' the fat. 
o' the land, ye'd be astonished. When I got my fill of 
everything I med bowld to ax * the gi-ay man' where 
the treasure was kept # 

" * Onward and forward,' siz he, takin' mo up in hi« 
arms agin, an' bringin' me into a big, lino room packed 
from floor to ceilin' wid goold; and when he got 
through stuflin' my pockets wid guineas, I axed him 
i»nce more where I was to go. 

" * Onward and forward,' siz the gray man. 

"Au^I doQlnreto ye, Gerag^hty, before I knew where I 
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was, I found m3'8elf safe at the top o' the well. And 
now I must hurry over to Killiuiicat to bring joy to 
the heart o* my poor mother." 

" Well, that flo^s all 1 ever heard of," «iz Geraghty 
to himself, when he was left alone; ^' I must pay u 
visit to '^ tlie gi ay man " at wanst ; if a little bit of a hop 
o* my thumb like Phadrig can go down the well and 
bringnip goold enough to make him independent for 
life, I don't see why a big brawny fellow like nie 
shouldn't be able to do the same ; and away he 
scampered up Knock Fierna, and never stopped till lie 
got to tlie fairy-well, where he found the rope in its 
place around the trunk o' the tree. He lost no tinie, 
but loworeil himself down the well as aisy as he could, 
expectin' every minit to come in sight o' '* the gray 
man." In a few minit^ he was free o' the rope, for it 
hung 80 lo4)se that a child could pull it up again. 
And some o' the gossoons that passed by the spot 
did dhraw it up out o' curiosity, but there was no sign 
of Nick Oenighty at the end oV it. Well, sir, that day 
passed over, and Geraghty didn't make his appearance 
m Killimicat. The next day was the same, and be- 
fore night-fall his father hnd the country scoured to 
find him, but no t;ile or tidings was heard regardin' 
him, till at last little Phadrig spoke up and towld o' 
tlie good fortune he had clown the enchanted well, 
and hinted that, maybe, Geraghty was gone on the 
same en*2ind. Well, in less than wan hour such a 
crowd of people from diflferent parishes was never 
seen cjimbing Knock Fierna before nor since. When 
Geraghty's father, the owld bailiff, reached the fairy- 
well, he poked his head down as far as it would go, 
an' roared wid all his might, callin' on his son ; after 
all was quiet, a feeble groan was heard comin' up 
from the bottom. 

**He's alive! he's alive," cried the bailiflf; "ray 
darliu' ^ick is still. to tliQ fore ; for th^ love o' mercy, 
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some o' ye howld fast to the rope and lower me clown 
aisy, and maybe Til be in time to save my boy's 
life.'' 

With that a few stout men grabbed the rope and 
lowered the bailiff till he ofot to the end of his journey, 
and then the rope hung just as loose as befoi-e; in h 
few seconds, however, they felt a jerk, which was to 
be the signal for'pulling him up agin, and, bedad, 'twps 
no aisy matter, for now the weight was double what 
it was before ; but the baih'ff had the most work to 
do, for his son was so wake and helpless, that he liad 
to bear the weight of him witli his right arm, while lie 
clung with his^ left hand to the rope. And a more 
])itiful object it would be hard to look on, than Nick 
Geraghty when he was lifted out o* the well ; he 
couldn't stand on his legs, but fell like a lump o' stone 
as soon as he got the fresh air. 

It appears that in lowering himself down he was in 
such a hurry to find ** the gray man," that he dropped 
too soon and broke both his legs. He was so vary 
badly hurt, that he couldn't stir a step to save his own 
life ; and what with livin' forty-eight houi^s without bite 
or sup, you may be sure he was more dead than alive. 
He got over the hunger, however, but the use of his 
legs was gone forever, and from that day on he had 
to limp on crutches. And, indeed, there were few that 
knew his character soiry for him. 

Phadrig got more prosperous day by day, after his 
visit to the well, and himself and his mother lived in 
peace and comfort ever after. 

And now, sir, if it doesn't spoil my story, I'll let 
you int^ the sacret of how he got his treasure. 

One o' the boys that was lookin' on when the big 
savage Geraghty forced little Phadrig down the well, 
happened to be the son of his Lordship's lodge-keeper 
o' the Castle ; and when the boy got home, his con- 
science troubled him so much, that he up and towld 
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Ins mother all about Gernghty's doin's at the well. His 
mother then gave the alarm at once to his Lordship, 
who just happened then to come home after a five 
years' absence in Paris. Well, his Lordship and a 
few other of his roliickin' friends set out, with lighted 
lanterns and rope-lnddei's, for the faiiy-well; and 
when they an-ived at the top o' Knoct Fiorna, it 
wasn't long before they had litt-e Phadrig safe out o' 
the owld dhry well. And, to make a long story short, 
they brought him to the Castle and kep' him there for 
the night, and next mornin' filled his pocket* wid 
^lineas, and planned out the story, which he towld 
CJeraghtv about *' the gray man ; " and 'twasn't long 
before his Lordship gev the bailiff .notice to quit^ after 
liennng of his shameful behavior to poor Phadrig's 
niotlier. Tlie owld woman was restored to her cabin, 
wid a life-long lase and no rent to pay. And for 
years after, sir, if any o' the gossoons wanted to vex 
rfick Geraghty, they liad only to inquire how much 
treasure he got from ** the gi*ay man o' Knock Fierna.'* 
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|N the nght bank of the river Snir, within a con- 
-^KL^r vanieiit distance o' the city o' Wntherfonl, a pood 
many )'ears ngo, yes, I'll jjo hail, niore than 

f^ou'd be able to connt on yonr finfyiM's an' toes, there 
ived in a annjj^ cabin as happy a conple as yon could 
see in a day's walk ; and that same continted pair 
wjis Andy Coogan and his wife Maj^. Andy was the 
owner of a little boat, and between fishin' and farmin', 
for he held an acre o' purty fair land, he conthrived to 
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make both ends meet, so tlmt lie \Yas never known to 
go to bed supperless. Hail, rain, or xliine, Andy niver 
let a day slip over his head, widout goin' to the little 
nook on the liver's bank, which wasn't nioretl an a hop 
step ah' a lep from the cabin. This same nook 
sarved Andy lor a boat-house, for it was big enongh 
to liowld himself an' the skiff, and plenty o' room to 
spare ; but the few neighboi-s that wor scattered round 
about had another name for the little green-covered 
nook, and tliat name was " the Grassy Hollow." 

' One fine evenin' in May, an' n»ore be token, it 
liappened to be tl»e first day o' that beautiful mouth 
o' flowers, Jlag went down to the water-sifle to watch 
for Andy's return, for the ver}* mornin' of that day he 
got up wid the lark, an' was off wid his boat, before 
the dew was off the grass. Mag knew that with a 
long day's fishin' Andy would couje back with a good 
appetite, an' so, like an industrious, h)vin' wife, she 
had a fine supper waitin' on the hob for him in the 
otbin* She was no sooner down by the river than, 
nhe spied Andy in his boat, rowin' away like a good 
fellow; in a jiffy the little skiff was rubbin' her sides 
agin' a small cove which Ai.»dy always used as a 
landin' place; an' the next miuit two big baskets o' 
fish were lifted out; the fish was carried up as far as 
ihe l>oat liouse, or *Mhe Grassy Hollow," as it was 
caillcd, after which Andy and Mag went back for the 
boat, and after some tuggin an' luggin, they managed 
to get it safe and sound into "the Grassy Hollow," 
where it was fastened to a hasp in a wooden post that 
was put there by Andy for that particular purpose. 

•* Now Andy, avick," says Mag, '* we'll carry in the 
fish, an' troth, a fine load you've brought; you've had 
grand hick to-day ; but come in at wanst, for the 
snp|>er is waitin' for you." 

*• 'Pon me word, 'iwon't wait much longer if I can 
lielp it," says Andy ; ** for I'm as hungry as an 
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ostrich, 80 well be trudgin' in the name o* goodness.'* 

They started to go, but before they walked three 
steps Andy turned back. 

'* Wait awhile, Mag," says he, " I forgot somothing.** 

With that he tuk out three o* the fishes an* went 
back to "the Gi-ass}* Hollow," where he put them 
on a small ledge o' moss- covered rock, forninst tlie 
boat Mag stood watchin' every move, and opened 
her eyes wid wonder at Andy's sti'ange behavior. 

*' What d'ye mane by lavin' them three fishes be- 
hind you," says she. 

** Bekase it's the wish o' the good May Fairy," sajs 
Andy. 

" Save us from harm ! is your senses lavin' ye ? " says 
she. 

" Tare o' war," says Andy ; " I never seen the 
likes o' you ; ye want to know everything." 

•* An' who has a better right! " says Mng. 

" No wan," says Andy ; " so we'll dhrop the dis- 
coorse." 

" We'll not dhrop it till you tell me why them tliree 
beautiful fishes are left behind," says Mag. 

" Beautiful ! why as to their value, I wouldn't give 
a puff o' tobacco smoke ; besides, there's plenty more 
where they kem from. Yes, faix, there's as good fish 
in the Suir as ever was cotch," says Andy. 

"That's no answer to my question," says Mag, 
" Wlio is this good May Faiiy you spoke of, that has 
such a wish for the three fishes." 

*' You bate Bannagher, for pryin' into sacrets, Mag ; 
so listen," says he, " and I'll tell ye what I never told 
a livin' bein' before. Them three fishes will be a safe- 
guard for the May Fairy agin' the white shark, that 
appears three times in the year in these wathers." 

" D'ye often see this May Fairy ? " says Mag. 

"Not often; very few have that prinlege; how-^ 
somever, as this is the first of May, it's wan o' the 
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few days she can be called on by them tliat doesn't 

forget to present his May gift Would you like to see 

her?" 

•* I would, Andy, if she^s a good fairy." 

'^ She's a picture to look at, an' as good as she's 

beautiful," says Andy. 

*' But now 111 give the signal," says he, spakin' at 

the same time at the mouth o' ^' the Grassy Hollow," 

in a soft voice, tin's rhyme : 

" I've brought ye the fishes 
Fresh CAiijjht from the say; 
All I ask 18 good wislies. 
Sweet Fairy of May/' 

Well, at that minit a flood o' moonlight fell in 
'streams over " the Grassy Hollow," and the May Fairy 
stood in the middle, and a purtier fairy, Fm towld, 
couldn't be seen in Ireland, than the same bright 
{hiit* At the sight of her l^Iag began to tremble and 
shake like a lafe. 

" Don't be in dread," says the fairy ; " your husband 
lias kept his promise to the May Fairy, and I never 
forget a kind action ; come with me." 

Au' she took up the gift from the moss-covered ledge, 
and canied them in her delicsite hands, as she led 
the way through a pleasant, shady grove, a spot which 
Andy or Mag never remembered to have seen before ; 
an' at the end o' the grove was a lovely little house, 
built of leaves, moss, rushes, and brambles. The door 
and windows, and even the roof and chimney wor all 
formed out o' the same material. There was no stone, 
or wood, or straw in the makingof it ; and all the sweet 
posies you could mention was seen to gi*ow inside and . 
outside: inside on the ceilin', on the flure, on the 
walls, and on tlie windows. You could faist your 
eves for a week on the variety o' flowera. Outside was 
the same; back, front, sides, roof, and chimney. 
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Troth, if you wor in need of a noseg.ay for yoiif button- 
hole, you wouldn't have to travel far, if ye happened 
to be near the liabitation o* the May Fairy. 

As soon as she entered her little fjreen palace, she at 
wanst took down from a If^afy shelf two flower-pots, 
Uied out o' the greenest holly, ivy, and moss combined. 
Out o' one o' the flower ))()ts grew the purest lilies 
ever seen, and out o' the other a bloomin' red rose. 

** Listen," says she; ** though I am a fairy, I have 
no ])Ower to give you wealth or grandeur, but maybe 
I can give what will plaze ye just as well ; here is a 
flower apiece for you. 1*11 give you the lily, " says 
she to Mag, " and to you the rose," says she to Andy. 
*' Keep them in your own home, sprinkle them with 
fresh spring-water, on the first ]\ray-day of each yejir. 
Three drops on each flower will preserve them until 
the first May-day of the next year. If you obey me, 
I can promise what is of more avail than e-irtldy 
riches, and that is health, contentment^ and long yeai's. 
** An' now farewell ! " says she. " Remember to sprin- 
kle the lily and rose, as I told you, and they will 
never wither, neither will your love for one another 
fade, nor will want ever cross your door-step." 

Andy and Mag went home wid lighter hearts, an' 
before sittin' down to supper got some pure spring 
water an' sprinkled the lily and rose. Both lived to 
see their light-hearted grandchildren sittin' around 
their fireside, an' while he lived, he never forgot to put 
his May day gift on the moss-covered ledge o' " the 
Grassy Hollow." 
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lick Regan was looked upon as the civilest-spoken 
and mildest mannered boy in Can-ick-Beg ; he 
iiad a kind word for everybody, man, woman,, or 
child, and if any o' the roguish gossoons ever played 
him a scurvy trick, he*d no more think o' gettin' vexed 
over it, than he would o' flyin' over the top o* Slieve- 
na-mop ; and because he was so asy goin',' son^e thought 
him half witted ; so, he was nick-named the Sumacluuni. 
Ulick was the only support of a poor widow, and, in- 
deed, he hadn't the strength to do a dale o' work, still, 
he was very willin' and did his best ; but all the poor 
fellow could do was hardly sufficient to keep the pot 
bilin'. 

So that one bright mornin' in the month o' June he 
got downhearted entirely, and med up his mind to do 
what he often threatened to do before, and that was to 
set out and seek his fortune. 

" Mother,*' says he, " my mind's med up." 

"What for? Ulick, ahagor?" says his mother. 

" What I towld ye about yesterday." 

"Oh! my gra-bawn, are ye in airnest!" 

" I am, mother." 

" And when, darlin' ? " 

"This blessed mornin'; I've delayed too long; it 
makes my heart bleed to see an empty cupboard, an* 
the mother that reared me, in want, while tliere's pleu- 
ty in the land ; so as I can't eani a Hvin' here, the world'i 
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wide, an' I mane. to go where I'll be able to get 
enoudi to keep you comfortiible in your owld age." 

*• Oil ! Ulick, core o' my lieart, my only one, and 
must we part like tliist Can't ye wait a while longer, 
alanna f and who knows but the times might mend." 

" Don!t fret, mammy,'* says Ulick ; ** it'll not be long 
before I'm back, so give me your blessin' in the name 
o* goodness, and then throw your owld shoo afther mo 
for good luck." 

After gettin' his mother's blessin' he was soon on 
tlie high road ; he walked the whole day, and a scorchin' 
hot day it was. The sun was just sinkin' behind the 
peaks o' Slieve-na-mon, when he got to a farm-house, 
where he 8toj)ped ; the farmer gave him a good supper 
and bed for the night 

The farmer and his family wor dacent, charitable 
people ; but there was one among them, a little dark- 
eyed Spidogue, a cripple, that was kept there more, 
out o' pity for his misfortune than for any good that 
was in him ; he had a great halt in his gait and was 
culled Limpin' Looram. 

Well, sir, this bucko used to throw cowld water on 
every sport an' pastime that went on ; he was full of 
impish thricks; the farmer himself, that was so kind to 
him, didn't escape his rogueiy ; even wid the childhren, if 
he was playin' a game at pins and buttons wid them, 
lieM be cliatin' the whole time, and he'd laugh till ye'd 
think he'd go into fits, tellin' liow he sowld an owld 
horse at the fair for a young one, and how he sowld 
hiyers o' bad butther undher the good, and how he sowld 
musty eggs for fresh ones. 

So I can tell ye, when Ulick started for the road 
next day, he left the house with a mighty poor opin- 
ion o* Limpin' Looram 

Ulick nianaged purty well all that day, for he had a 
couple o' griddle cakes wid a lump of butther, and plen* 
ty of good spring wather along the road, 
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Liite in the evenin' he came to a common, and in 
the middle o' the common was a big pile o* gray stones, 
overgrown with furze bu«hes, and brambles, an' the 
like ; as soon as he got up to the pile o' stones, he was 
glad and surprised at the same time to see a dwellin'- 
house, a cow-house, a goat-house, and a pigrstye, all 
scooped out o' the rock, and the cows wor goin' to tlie 
byre, an' goats into their house, because it was late in 
the even in'. 

Ulick then med his way to the dwellin'-house, where 
a very comely owld woman was lenning over Uie half 
door, waichin' the pigs that wor feedin' outside. Ulick 
bid her the time o' the eveniii', and she returned the 
compliment, and towld him if he wished for a nights 
rest, he was welkim. 

Ulick was thankful, so he went in an' sat down witli 
a good appetite and enjoyed a hearty male ; after sup- 
per he was offered fair wages, if he'd stop an' look 
after tije live stock an' the little plot o' potatoes an' 
corn that wjis sown. 

So he agreed to thry a quarther, and he never spent 
three pleasanter months in his life before ; he looked 
afther twelve goats, and the sheep, an' all the cattle, 
reaped the little plot o' corn, and weeded the potato 
drills. 

His mistress an' himself never had one cross word; 
at last his quarther came to an end, an' he made iip his 
mind to pay a visit to his mother, an' he was offered 
the chance to come back for another quarther if he 
liked. 

" Here's the wages I'll give ye," says she, handin' 
him an owld sieve with several holes worn in it, big 
enough to put two o' your fingei-s througlL 

" fion't use it," says she, " till you're safe at home in 
your mother's hoiise, then throw a fist full of oats into 
It, an' shake it over the table three times," 

Ulick knew the woman had a good hearty an' took 
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away the sieve as contented as if he got twenty 
pounda 

On Ills way home, he stopped at the farmei-'s house 
as before* and he was asked ever so many questions, 
chiefly about his wages ; and he was such a simple- 
minded boy that the least child in the house was 
able to place tlie conietlier on him, so he towld them 
tlie only wages he received for hiis quarther was the 
owld worn-out sieve. 

. " Och, but your'e the big Sumachaun," says Limpin' 
Liooram . " Bring it up to the table here till we have 
a peep at it" 

" Bring me a fistful of oats," says UHck ; the oats was 
brought, which he put into the sieve ; he then gave it 
three rattlin' shakes, when, lo and behold ! what 
should fall out of it but a sliower o' yellow guineas, 
enough, faix, to cover the table. 

Well, man alive ! The cliildher wor delighted, an' 
tlie fanner and Iiis wife didn't know what to think of 
it. But Limpin' Loorani had Iiis little ferrit eyes fixed 
on Ulick for the rest o' the even in', for he watched 
every movement when the sieve was shook. Ulick 
thought that three shakes was enough for one night, so 
be sweeps every guinea into his liat^ an' makes a pres- 
ent of them to the farmer's wife in return for her kind- 
ness to him. 

All paid the highest respect to Iiim for the rest o' 
tlie niglit, barrin' the cripple Limpin' Looram ; he was 
such a bitther pill, he could never forc^ive any one he 
thought to be cleverer tlian hintself ; he had a wicked 
twinkle in his eye, as much as to say : '* I'll outwit ye 
yet, my fine fellow, as smart as ye think yourself." 

When Ulick felt drowsy he asked to be allo^ved to 
sleep in the bam, but the farmer would not hear o' 
that ; tliey gev him the best feather bed in the house, 
an* for fear oMosin' the owld sieve, it was put undher 
his pillow for safe-keejiin'. 
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After breakfast the next mornin' they filled his pock- 
ets with warm griddle cakes an' fresh butther, an' he 
set off once uiore, with a light heart, for his mother's 
house. 

When he got home his mother was so overjoyed, she 
could hardly find words to spake ; however, when the 
welkini and kissing was over, she says : 

** Ulick, asthore, did ye bring anything home witli 
yel" 

" Indeed, I did mother, here's an owld sieve that'll 
make our fortunes." 

** A sieve, is it Ulick ! Musha, what gi-eat vahie 
would there be in a sieve, dear, if it was the best in 
h-eland?" 

" You'll see, motlier, aft her I put a fist full of oats in 
it." Well, he got some oat« and put a handful into the 
sieve, shook it three times as lie was towld, but this 
time the oats all kem out through the big holes, but 
soiTOw sio^n of a guinea ; poor Ulick shook away at the 
sieve till he was black in the face, but wasn't a faitliiii' 
the riclierforit. 

** Ulick, my poor fellow," says his mother, " you wor 
simple before you went to thnivel, an' you're notmucli 
wiser afther it." 

" Mother," says Ulick, " I was thricked, but I'll thi-y 
my fortune again." 

Off he went on his travels, and put up once more at 
the farm-house, where he towld how the sieve refused 
to work for him at his mother's. The faruier and his 
wife felt surprised, for they wor honest people, an' want* 
ed to .pay him back every guinea ; but Ulick had too 
much honor, once he med a present^ to Uike it back again. 

The next day he returned to his owld misthress an' 
towld her what had happened to him. 

" Why didn't you take my advice," says she, ** an* 
notthry the sieve till you got home. The sieve at your 
mother's is not the one I gave you." 
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" Oh ! "* said Ulick. ** And d'ye tliink the people that 
lod[;ed an' fed me would be guilty o' such a mane 
act!'' 

" No help for nn'sfortune, Ulick," says she ; ** so go to 
work, an' we'll see what luck's in store for ye the next 
quarthcr." 

He worked away, and the cows, and sheep, and 
goats were plazed to see hiui again, for he was always 
kind to them, an' the owld lady at the end of the next 
quaithcr pop])ed him off once more to his mother. 

** Here," siiys she, ** is a pepper-box ; don't use it till 
you get home, an' then take it by the handle and hit the 
table three times with it^ an' say, * Pepper-box, wait on 
the people.' An' if you're not astonished, Pm not 
spakin' to you." 

Ulick was on the road home again, and called at the 
farm-house for a night's lodgin', an' took care for a long 
time not to show his threasure ; but they gave him no 

Eeace, till at last he wa« forced to show the popper- 
ox, an' 'twas .then, Limpin' Looram began to grin at 
bim, an' ridicule him to his heart's content Even the 
chrldher began to take poor Ulick for a rale Sumachaun, 
when they heard that he worked three months for a 
shabby little pepper-box. 

He was gettin' such a heart scaldin', that, at last, 
out of bravery, he hit the tjible three times witli his 
gift, saiyin': " Pepper-box, wait on the people." 

Well, in one minit the table wasl oaded with every 
luxury, in the shape of aitin' an' dhrinkin*; with goold 
an' silver plates, jugs and bowls ; every delicacy you 
could think of was spread before them. 

Ulick made them all set to, an' ait their fill ; after 
supper he made the woman o' the house put the goold 
an silver vessels in her own cupboard. He got the 
same featlier-bed to sleep on, an' left his pepper box 
on a chmr near the head o' his bed. 

The next day, when he got home, his mot]ier laughed 
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at liiin, when she found the pepper-box would do no 
ruoro for him tlian the sieve. 

For the third time he set out, and when he got to 
the furm-house, an' towld themliis throuble, the farmer 
nor his wife couldn't account for it, but offered to give 
lu'm the gold and silver vessels to carry home, but 
Ulick was too proud to take them ; so he went back in 
low spirits to his owld misthress, undher the bushy 
rocks. 

" Ulick," saj's she, " I'm afeerd I can do nothing 
for you, nor for any one else that can't say wo, nor 
stand a jest; I have only one more gift left, an' that's 
not nuich. Such as it is, you're welkim to it It's 
this owld blackthorn, and whenever ye say, * Stick, 
bate the rogue,' you'll see something you didn't expect. 
Now go, you're always welkim to come back to me, 
but I'll give you no more wondherful presents ; I'll give 
you just five pounds a quaither, as long as you stay 
here ; but first go back and try your luck once more." 

Ulick got lodgin' at the farmei''s that nijjht, but tuk 
no care to hide his stick. Lim])in' Looram had his evil 
eye on it, an' tuk it in his fist to examine it, but could find 
nothing to praise in it; he said there wasn't weight 
enough in it ro kill a good -sized fly, indeed, none o* the 
family appeared to set much value on it 

** Well," says Ulick, **I showed yez thevartue o' ray 
other gifts ; so I can't do less than show yez the vartue 
o' this. * Stick, b«ate the rogue.' " 

Wlioo ! j)owdhers o' war ! the words wor no sooner 
out of his nmuth, than the blackthorn slipped through 
his fingers as lively as a frcsh-canght eel, an' began 
skelpiu' away at the back-bone o' Limpin' Looram, 
an' the cripple was as lively on his pins as the stick, 
for up he darts like a sky*rocket, an' the stick afther 
him, weltin' away at his legs an' arms, till he had him 
like a jumpin'-jack hoppiu' around the room like a duck 
round a daisy ; at last out flies the cripple through the 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



84 TUBF-Fnffi fitrOBIES. 

.open door, an' the stick still leatherin' away at him 
without mercy ; an' the whole house all the while look- 
in' on, at Inst tliey nearly go into convulsions wid the 
.laughin' at the antics cut by the magical stick. Back 
conies poor Looram, wid Ulick's sieve in his hand, and 
^ves it to its owner. 

' /*0h! stop this murdherin' stick," says he, "for I 
'haven't a wliole bone in my skin." 

• ** Stick, will that do 1 " says Ulick. 

But the stick paid no heed to the question, but kept 
up a continual shower o' blows on Looram's body, 
harder an' quicker than before. 

" Oh, Ulick, Ulick, avick, stop it," cried the cripple, 
roarin' like a bull, at the same time pulling* out the 
precious pepper-box from his pocket and giving it to 
Ulick. " Murdher alive! " says he, " will ye stop it 
before I'm a coi*pse ? " 

Well, sir, when the stolen gifts were restored, the 
stick stopped like a shot at Ulick's biddin'. 

His mother was delighted, when he got home that 
night, after she witnessed the vartue of each gift He 
g^ot married shortly afther, and used to ride in his own 
coach, with his family beside him, an' you may be 
.sure tliat after his rise in the world none of his boyish 
acquaintances was ever bowld enough to call him by 
hiB Dwld nickname o' the 3umachaun. 
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'^ Some on the shores of distant landa 

Their weary hearts have laid, 
And by the strangers' heedless hands 

Their lonely craves were made; 
But tho' their clay be far awny 

Beyond the Atlantic's foam. 
With true men, like you men. 

Their spirit's still at homa 

Irish Ballad. 

fOfANNY Connelly was a briglit-eyed, yellow- 
(kc^ haired boy of fourteen; he was the main 
support of his widowed mother; they occupied 
rooms in an old-fasliioned, overcrowded tenement- 
house east of Third Avenue. 

Danny was employed in an uptown factory situated 
near the East River, and received four doUai-s a week 
for niaking himself generally useful. 

He was possessed of a cheerful disposition, was 
willing, obhging, and attended to his duties, so that in 
the course of a very short time the light-hearted Irish 
boy had won for himself the esteem of mo^t of his 
fellow-workers. At the period of which we write, 
Danny and his mother were but six months in the 
country. A more dutiful son to a mother never 
breathed ; in fact, he was his doting mother's Gra 
Bawn — or, white-haired darling, as §he fondly termed 
him in her native tongue. Notwithstanding their im- 
proved circumstances in the free land of their adoption, 
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the mountains, streanis, and vales of their own green 
ishnnd were stanij)ed so indelibly on their memoiy, 
that they wouhl frequently and t^uchingly refer to 
their old home beyond the seas, with its whitewashed 
walls, and mantle of fragrant, honeysuckle, and from 
which, owing to the ruthlessness of Irish landlordism, 
they had been mercilessly ejected. 

Danny had received a fair education in the national 
school of his native parish, in the County Mayo. He 
was an ardent lover of the poetry of his fatherland, 
and when in a thoughtful mood would sometimes show 
that ho had a sti-ain of the Muse in him. He had been 
but a few months in the city of New York when he 
recited the following offshoot of his youthful fancy to 
liis loving mother, and a more willing or appreciative 
Huditor he could not have chosen. 

WUERB THE HOXEYSUCKLES TWIKED. 

*' Oh, Danny, jewel! in spiti^ o' me 

My thoughts keep flyin back 
To our little cot in sweet Mayo, 

Which long has gone to wrack/' 
Och mother, Tm the same myself^ 

Twill never leave my mind. 
That little whitewasbetl cottage 

Where the honeysuckles twined. 

''I thought when in America 

We tl soon get reconciled ' 
To this big land o' freedom, 

When -fortune on us smiled: 
Yet Vd not accept a palace, 

Tho' with diamonns it was lined. 
For that little whitewashed cottage 

Where the honeysuckles twined.^' 

** Och, Danny, my own jjra bawn," exclaimed his 
mother, " but that is beautiful, and aH out o' your own 
head, too, mavouiTieen. Well, well, think o' that; 
troiliy Danny, I may well be proud of you, . Sure, 1 
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can slmt my eyes wliilo I listen to you, and see the 
i)U]i;y cottage you were born in as it looked before 
vour poor father left us for a better worW. Yes, in- 
iieed, jewel, there's hardly a blade o' {rnu^s that jp-ew 
witliiu miles of it that doesn't, rise up before me, lookin* 
just as green this blessed miuit as in the pleiisant sum-/ 
nier days that have passed. Tell me, dear, did ye 
mention in your poetry any more o' the lovely owld 
spots I " 

" I did, mother. Just listen awhile, and Fll let you 
hear all I've scribbled about them." 

"I'm t]jiukin<( of the round tower. 

We'll never see ai^uin — 
The niounUiin streiinu the fairy nith. 

The ruiu by the glen; 
Tho ivy. covered abbey ;?ray, 

Where relics are enshrined. 
Near the little whitewashed cottage 

Where the honc3'8uckle8 twined. 

'* No more well tread that green spot • 

Wliere my father is at rest. 
Beside the parish chapel, 

With the turf above Ins breast. 
But in dreams, my darling mother. 

There myself I often find, 
'Tis a stone's throw from that cottage 

Where the honeysuckles twined." 

One llonday mornin;^, about a fortnight subsequent 
to the interview which took place between mother and 
son, as described above, Danny Connelly happened to 
oversleep himself. The reason of this was that his 
mother, who on the previous night liad entertained a 
few friends, forgot to set the small alarm clock, which 
she was in the habit of ])lacing on a table near the 
h(*ad of her son's bed after he had retired for the night 
Tliis sim))le omission caused Danny to sleep an hour 
beyond bis customary time. 
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"Dear me, was there ever such a stupid owld 
woman ! " she cried, as she bustled about the room. 
** Wisha, tlien, it^s tlie fii-st time I ever missed winding 
the clock before. Your breakfast is ready, my gra 
bawDy but Vm afeerd *tis too late. Whist ! Yes, 'tis too 
late, avick ! for tliere goes the factory wliistle." 

" Don't be exciting yourself, mother," said Danny. 
"I'll have to lose a quarter, and go to work at 9 
o'clock* I'm sure, the foreman wont say a word to 
me, for it will be the fii*st time I've lost since I went 
to the factory." 

"Troth, Danny, jewel, I am sorry now we sat up so 
late last night listenin' to owld Hester Hennessy's 
stories about the Banshee, an' c^ood people, for I was 
troubled the whole night, with some mighty quare 
drames." 

"And what did you drame about^ mother? " 

"About your father, rest his soul. I thought I 
could see hifn standin' on the little stone bridge over 
the stream, forninst the owld castle, and the moonlight 
appeared to fall upon the clear water, till it began to 
look for all the world like a golden foot-path across the 
stream from one bank to the other. There was a 
bluish mist around the figure of your father ; his face 
was pale and mournful looking. He spoke, but his 
voice was as soft and tender as a woman's. 

" Oh, Danny, my {jm bawn ! .if I live to be as owld 
as the hills, I can never forget the sound of it ; every 
word he spoke went straight to the core o' my heart 
* Mary,' says he to me, * look after poor Danny ; he is 
the only living tie you have left to console you in this 
world; watch over him well, n)achree, for there is 
great danger hanging over the darling boy's head.' I 
then tiled to ask him the meaning of his words, but I 
wasn't able to move or spake a single.word, for the rnUt 
und the moonlight and the bridge and the stream all 
disappeared with your father's »|)|rit-Qj^^|s then, 
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Danny, that I started from my sleep, all of a sudden, 
an' heard your voice callin' me." 

"Don't worry yourself about idle drames, mother." 

" I won't, avicic ; but I wish to goodness, Danny, 
you had an easier situation, for I don't half like tlie 
thought of lettin' you go to tliat factory; 'tis such a 
* dangerous place, an' if anything was to happen ye, my 
own gra bawn, I'd never be able to lift my head 
again." 

"Is that what you're afraid off then you needn't 
have the least anxiety on- my account, for I believe 
there's no more danger in the factory, when one keeps 
his eyes open, than there is under this very roof. But^ 
l^laze goodness, I'll soon be big enough for a better 
place, where I'll be able to get more money, so that I 
can keep you snug and comfortable for the rest of 
your days." 

" Ah, Danny, darling ! " she exclaimed, " its me 
that should be the proud an' happy niother, and so I 
am, for no woman was ever blessed with a more 
thoughtful and dutiful 8on." ' 

" That'll do, mother," said Danny, rising from the 
breakfast table and putting on his c^ip. " Whenever 
you begin to soother me like tliat I always think it's 
about time to be goin'. So mind yourself, mother dai^ 
lin', until I see you again at dinner time. Good morn- 
•ing." 

" Good momin', my own gra bawn," said his moth- 
er, kissing him as he stood on the threshold of the« 
door; and may your guardian angel watch over you 
and keep you safe from hurt or harm." 

On reaching the factoiy Danny approached his 
foreman, who happened to be at the giinastone, sharp- 
ening a chisel, as the boy advanced. The foreman, 
who, by hLs tottering gait, appeared to be under the 
influence of liquor, turned from the grindstone, after 
putting an edge on the chisel, when suddenly he 
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stumbled against a large bar of iron, and was in an 
attitude of falling head foremost towards ^the ponder- 
ous machinery, which was then in motion, when the 
quick eye of Danny realized at a glance the full extent 
of tlie danger, and without a single moment's hesi- 
tition, rushed at once to his assistance. In doing so, 
however, he overlooked the perilous situation in which 
he was about to thrust himself. 

Having placed himself between the falling man and 
tlie wheels of the deadly machinery, he grasped the 
foreman firmly around the waist and succeededj after 
a superhuman effort, in throwing him fully a yard 
beyond the reach of danger. 

Tlie foreman fell heavily* to the gi-ound— ^his life 
was saTed — ^but oh ! at what a teirible sacrifice. 

In his heroic endeavor to save the life of a fellow- 
being, the lion-hearted Irish boy had exhausted his 
own strength. Breathless and excited, he reeled back- 
ward, and in an instixnirlater was past all human help. 
His blouse was caught in the dreaded macliinery. He 
was ciimed aloft — a fearful cry attracted the foreman 
And a group of the factory hands to the fatal si)Ot. 
Danny's mangled form was immediately drawn out 
from between the belt tind the wheel of the death-deal- 
ing machineiy, and the fair-haired boy, who but a few 
nioments before had parted from his idolized motlier 
iu the flower of youth and vigor, was now as cold 
and rigid as a block of marble. 

Eveiy effort was made by the friends and relatives 
of tlie bereaved mother to soothe and console her in 
W desolation, but without effect The parish priest, 
assisted by his flock, succeeded in raising for the 
heart-broken woman a large sum of money, and the 
factory owners presented her with a check for $500 ; 
but of what use was money to her now, since tlie pulse 
of her heart was gonet 

^'If I had all the goold in America," she would 
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si>iTowfiilly exclaim, ** I could never lift up my head' 
iijjain. Sure, I towld the darlin' tlijit, ou the very hist 
mornin' of his life, am' see how truly it has come to 
pjuss. No, ril never ajjaiu lift up my head, for my heart 
is lyin' in the cowld sod beside him.'* 

No earthly wealth could compensate lierfortlie loss 
she haul susUiined. She looked ab<mt in vain for lior 
beloved Danny. Night aind day liis name was never 
out of her moutli. At tlie expiration of six inonrlis 
she Jit lenjfth found rest^ far away from tlie verdaiiit 
mountaiins of Mayo, in the grave that conUiined her 
own gra bawn. 
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'' ! how beauteous to roam by old Puncheon's green side. 
When the azure skies mirror their hues in its tide. 
And dwell on the charms that rapture the sipcht. 
Like Tisions of Edenland, radiant and bright. "— Geary. 

?he picturesque village of Glanworth is pleasantly 
situated on the swift-flowing Funcheon, in the 
County of Cork, about four miles from the town 
of Femioy. Tlie Funcheon is noted for its excellent 
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salmon and trout In a weird, lonely spot, a short 
distance from the river, is a celebrated rock, called the 
Hag's Bed. The legend is, that a certain old hag of 
fortune-telling proclivities liad intrusted to her care 
from the day of its birth a lovely child, the scion of a 
noble house. According to tradition, she was in the 
habit of placing the child in the hollow of a goodly- 
sized rock on the verge of the Funcheon; the in- 
dented rock, it is supposed, was utilized for tlie babe in 
lieu of a cradle. 

It happened one day that the fortune-teller left the 
child, whom she cherished with even more than a 
mother's love, in peaceful slumber, as she thoug^ht, 
while she went to gather some herbs along the river 
banks. But alas ! when she returned, she discovered 
to her honor that the cradle-rock was empty. The 
darling babe, the apple of her eye, as she termed if, 
had found a grave beneath the shining watei*s of the 
Funcheon. 

After tlie grief-stricken woman's outburst of lamen- 
tation had subsided, she was suddenly seized with a fit 
of uncontrollable fury, under the influence of which 
she tore the cradle-rock from its sandy bed as though 
it were a mere pebble, and with a mighty effort, 
wliich must indeed have been 8Uj>erhuman, flung it to 
the very spot .where it can be seen to this day, which, 
we believe, is fully a mile from where she stood when 
she threw it 

We have been told that ;io boy or girl of Glan- 
worth could ever be prevailed upon to pass the Hag's 
Bed after night-fall, with but one exception. Daniel 
the Broguemaker, as he was called, is said to have suc- 
ceeded in passing safely through the ordeal of a noc- 
turnal visit to the Hag's lonely abode. Daniel, who 
stood about five feet one in his stockings, was a sturdy, 
industrious little man. He was bom, as he was wont 
to remai-k with a certain degree of pardonable pride, 
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** under the three big trees o' Glan worth." This sweet 
spot was to him the flower-garden of Munster. Next 
to tlie three big trees it was Daniel's delight to expa- 
tiate upon the peculiar beauties of his beloved native 
stream. Nor is this so nmch to be wondered at, for 
tlie poet Spenser, in the seventh book of the " Fairy 
Queen," tlms makes reference to the rapid Funcheon: 

" So now lier waves pass through a pleasant plain^ 

Till the Faunchin she herself do wed, 

And both confined themselves in one fair river spread." 

Daniel was the boot and shoe-maker of the village, 
but in plying his trade he did not confine himself to 
Glanworth — he was a frequent attendant with his 
stock at the " big market^ of Fermoy. Eacli Satur- 
day throughout the year is market-day at Fermoy, 
but the last Saturday of every month is known as tlie 
*• big market.** 

And thither, with his kish-load of brogues strapped 
.to his back like a knapsack, Daniel might be seen 
wending his way and humnn'ng a ditty of his own 
composition, the chorus of which was in substance as 
follows : 

"Oh, the brightest place in Ireland 

A 8iK)rting for to go. 
For fun, delight, and element, . 

Is the Fermoy races, oh." 



"How did I happen to visit the Hag's Bed after 
midnight! ** he would say, when requested to relate 
the particuhu-s of his adventure. ** Oh," he would 
continue, after having indulged in a few whiffs of his 
well-seasoned pipe, "sure, it was only like a drame, after 
all, but, begoiTa, I must candidly admit there was a 
substantial reality at the end of it. As you know 
already, Vm a native o' Glanworth, the purtiest spot 
in tlie county. Yes, indeed, I first opened my eyes 
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to the blessed light of day near the three big trees o^ 
Glan worth, and Tm prouder of it than if I wiis born 
in the palace of a king. 'Tis true, I'm alwsiys hailed 
by the boys as Daniel, the brogue-maker, but I'm 
not ashamed o' my callin', for at the time I'm spakiii^ 
of there wasn't a pair o' feet from Glanworth to Fer- 
moy that I didn't Icnow the size of. Yes, in troth, I 
had customers comin' to me from BuUyhooly, from 
Labacally, and even from the Kilworth llills. 

" Of course, I am only a little man, but I'll go bail 
that when it comes to a pinch I have as mucli counig^e 
as many a bigger carbogue, tluit stands twice my 
lieight. IJut^ as I said before, I knew the size of every 
fut m the surrounding parishes; that is, barrin' the 
feet o' Jemmy the Fool, as he was called, an' the 
reason o' that was, poor Jemmy was never known to 
wear shoes — he always travelled barefooted. He was 
as fleet as the wind, and could outrun the fastest mail 
coach, and a fine, handsome, well-built man lie was. 
He stood exactly six feet two inches. He was wel* 
kim at the ti\ble or fireside of rich or poor; but 
though he was wake in the mind, pooi* fellow, he had 
a proud, independent spirit; he would never lift his 
hat to a rich man, or call him by his title. Young 
Edmund Burke Roche, who was afterward Lord Fer- 
moy, was greatly attached to hin), and often would 
have him sittin' beside him at his own table when he 
dined. 

**• Still,. Jemmy, would never cringe to him a& a 
superior, but whenever they happened to meet his 
only words would be, *Good morrow, Rochey.' Jemmy, 
though as bowld as a lion, had one wakeness — ho 
couldn't bear to meet the shadow of a man after dark. 
If he chanced to be in Fermoy when night came on, 
sooner than face the road to liallyhooly, where ho 
lived in a cabin with his mother, he would wait till 
12 o'clock, when he knew the road would bo still and 
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lone8omei and if he happened to hear a foot- fall on the 
road he would cry like a frightened child and dart in 
behind the hedges or climb to the top of the nearest 
tree, where he would often stay till daylight But 
Fm wandherin' from my subject. 

" One * biff market' aay I was lucky enough to get 
rid of a whole kish-load o' brogues before half the day 
was over, and when my kish was empty I went over 
to settle with Joyce, the leather-merchant, where I 
was in the habit o gettin' my stock on credit In tho 
cooi*se of my converaation at Joyce s I got tnlkin' 
about the boat-race that was soon to come off be- 
tween the crew of Ballyhooly, that was patronized by 
tlie Listowels, and the Fermoy crew, that was baicked 
by the Joyces. More betoken, young Master Joyce 
was away at that time, makin' preparations for the 
match. Well, at firat I was strongly prejudiced in 
favor o' tlie Ballyhooly boys, on Lady Listowel's ac- 
count, for a warmer-hearted woman, or a kinder one 
to the poor, never lived, 

** But a brave tumbler or two of Joyce's nate punch 
changed my inclination in favor o' tlie Fennoy boys. 
When I got outside, tlie first friend I met was James 
Madden, and before we got as far as tlie Fermoy 
bridge, up comes young JIaster Joyce. After discooi^s- 
in' about tjiingsin general I got in with two or three 
owld cronies, and back we went into the town. Well, 
the fact is, that after payin' our respects to a few pub- 
lic houses in our rambles I began to feel pui-ty light- 
spirited. 1 felt so gay at the time, that 1 tucK no notice 
of a shower o' rain that fell and mined my new Glan- 
worth hat When I put it on that mornin' it was as 
black as jet, but begorra I after the shower it turned 
the color o' London smoke. I was never a man that 
was given to drink, but before I left Fermoy that even- 
in' I got a flask full o' mountain-dew to take home 
with me for a night-cap, and off I started, by way of 
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Castle Hyde {ji*aveyard, to avoid passin' tlie Hag's Bed ; 
but no sooner did I reach tlie ivy walls of the owld 
burvin' ground than I heard a loud voice coniin* from 
the top of a tall tree and callin' nie by name. 

" * Daniel I Daniel ! Daniel! ' says the voice. 

** Befjorra, that was enough for me ; for, though Vm 
naturally a man of nerve, something came over mo 
that made me tremble like an aspen lafe, and the next 
minit I fell down as flat as a flounder by the church- 
yard wall. How long I lay tijere I never knew, but 
when I came to my senses a tall man was standin' over 
me — the moonliglit showed me his face at the time — 
and who slumld the man be but poor, sim])le-minded 
Jenmiy. And when I looked up at him he tuck a 
fright an' scampered off* like a hare along the road to 
Ballyhooly. When 1 was alone I revived myself 
with a few drops from the flask, and felt as brave as 
Mars — so much so, that I turned back an' faced the 
road that was a terror to the bowldest man in the 
county ; and when I'd feel my spirits sinkin' I'd just 
put my lips to the flask, so that I could feel my cour- 
age risin' with every 'drop I tuck. To make a long 
story short, in less than an hour I found myself stniight 
forninst the lonesome rock called the Hag's Bed. 

"And as soon as my feet touched the ground with- 
in a yard o' the rock, a wrinkled, white-haired woman, 
with a pair of eyes shinin' like rowlin' diamonds, stood 
before n)e, and says to me : * Who are you that has the 
courage to pass my abode at this time o' nightl' 

" After tellin' her my name, she inquired where I was 
born. * Near the big trees o' Glanwortb, ma'am,' says 
I. That answer seemed to plazo her. So she says ta 
me again : * Are you hungry, Daniel I' ' I am, ma'am,^ 
says I. * As hungry as an ostrich, for sorrow a mor- 
sel o' food I tasted since I set out from Glanworth this 
mornin'.' 

" * But I see, Daniel/ says she, * that you've tasted 
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that which will prove your ruin unless you shun it as 
you would a plajfue.' I knew by that she was hinting 
at tlie mountain-dew. * I'll tnke your advice,' says 1, 
*and from this blessed niinit Til never tai«te another drop/ 

***If you but live up'to that promise you'll niver 
have csuise to repent it/ says she, and after that she 
spread before me on the rock a banquet that an emper- 
or mi;r]it be proud of; but it would take me too long 
to describe the good things she prepared for me, so I'll 
bring my story to an end in as few words as I can. 
After biddiii' me good night she says to me : ' Daniel, 
Vd like to reward you for your bravery. Would you 
like a trout or a salmon to take home with you f ' 

** 'A salmon, ma'am,' nays I, ' would be acceptable.' 

"•That's not a sufficient reward,' snys she, 'I 
have it in my power to make you ketch a whale.' 

" And before I could tluuik her I found myself float- 
in' on the Blackwater, but, begorra, what surprised me 
most was when I was forced to struggle for my life in 
the weir o' Fermoy with a big monster of a whale. 
So, instead o'ketchin' the whale, I learned to my sor- 
row that it was the whale that caught me. 
^ " At last my strength gave out and I felt myself 
sinkiu' under the waters. I knew no more until I 
awoke the next mornin' and found mvself I3 in' under 
the three big trees o' Glanworth, ana there was my 
brogne-kish beside me. I looked into it, and what 
should I spy but a fine salmon, nearly as big as myself, 
tliat I bought at a bargain at the Fermoy market. It 
was brought over to Glanworth tlmt mornin' on a don- 
key-car, and the driver, by way of a joke, left it beside 
ine where 1 was lyin' under the three big trees o' Glan- 
wonh. No matter, I brought it into the house with 
Jae, and we had salmon enough to ait for a month after. 

"Eversinc>e that time, whenever I happen to meet 
wirh any o' the Fermoy boys, 'tis humbuggin'me they 
do be about the whale I caught aftei* my visit to the 
Hag^a Bed." 
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*' By the boys of the village, 
lie often was fooled ; 
For, asleep or awake, 

lie wiw dreaming of goold/' — Irish Ballad. 

^S it true? Trotli it is, sir, just as true as that you're 
y^ now salted forninst my fireside. 'Tis true I am an 
owlder man to-day than I was wlien tlie sportin' 
boys around used to be callin' me the goold-seeker. 
Yes, indeed, faix, that's the name they gave me, 
Danyeen, the Ooold Seeker. 
But light your pipe and make youi'self comfortable, 

00 
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and ril try and make it all as clear to you as I can. 
At tlie tiineTm goin' to spake about, I didn't stick to 
one cnlliu' alone. I was what some call Jack-of-all- 
tnwles. Be.«*i(les a party thatched cottage, I held four 
aci*es of as nch a piece of land as could be found near 
the green banks o' the Funcheon, and that's sayin' a 
great dale. 

I was not only a farmer in a small way, but a hard- 

workin' shoemaker to boot, and in my leisure moments, 

when I wasn't cultivating my nnnd, I would make it 

my business to go out on my four acres and cultivate 

the cabbages. And finer cabbage — though I say it 

myself — you wouldn't see in a day's walk. Ahhough 

I was an industrious man, I had one strong wakeness 

that stuck to me for a long while, though I got ciu-ed 

of it at last Thai wakeness was a longing desire to 

dig for some o' the treasures which were supposed to 

be buried in the earth near some o' the owld ruined 

castles, especially the big Castle of Carrickabrick at 

Ferraoy, that stands not far from the brink of a high 

rock overlooking the Blackwater. 

Many a time in my boyish days did I make up my 
mind to get a pickaxe and spade and climb the high 
rock from the river-side, but something or other would 
whisper to me, savin' : " Danyeen, agra, don't attempt 
it for the world, if you value your life." 

But in spite o' the warnin I tuck courage at last 
and undertook the perilous exploit And this is how it 
happened: One fine Summei^'s mornin' I made up my 
mind to pay a visit to the Fermoy market, and more 
betoken, it ch.anced to be a patrliem day, when the 
boys and girls in their Sunday clothes, from tlie difi^er- 
ent parishes for njiles around, were sure to be there. So 
I liamessed Ned the donkey to the car and set out w itli 
a load o' beautiful cabbages to eai'n an honest penny 
in the market. After driving at a spanking pace I got 
to Milk-market lane in Fermoy in about an hour's 
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time, and just as T drew up before the door o* Clancy's 

?ublic Iiouse, who sliould salute me but my owld friend, 
^at Howe, who was returnin' tliat very momin' froui 
London. 

The first words he spoke to me as soon as we'd ex- 
changed greetings were : 

'' Danyeen, avick, I had a mighty curious drame last 
night." 

** What did ye drame t ^ mys I. 

** I was dramin'," says he, ** that I dug up a crock 
o' goold from under a white stone near the foot of Car- 
rickabrick Castle." 

The words were hardly out of his moutli when I 
stumbled against another croney o' mine, one I^Iaur- 
teen Cox. After giving me a hearty shake of the hand, 
he says to me : 

'*Last night I'd the strangest drame o' my life. I 
thought I found a mine o' yallow goohl under a round 
white stone beside tlie Camckabrick Castle," 

** D'ye tell me that for a fact ? " says I, not lettin' 
on thcit Pat Howe was after tellin' me of his di*ames, 
and in nearly the same words. Pat then threw me a 
knowing wink, as much as to say : 

" Danyeen, don't be lettin' the cat out o' the bag.** 

Well, sir, before I had time to collect my wits I got 
a thwack on the shoulder from Young Dennehy, who 
was related to the owner o' the paper-mill. When I 
turned round he'd a smile on his face so bright that 
you might light your pipe with it 

" Danyeen, my boy," says he, *' I experienced the 
pleasantest drame last night that a man could wish for. 
I fancied that I was the discoverer of a rale Califomia 
goold mine, and where should it be but under a round 
white stone by Carrickabrick Castle. I then began to 
dig, and after ten minutes' hnrd work, what should meet 
my gaze but a big crock of goolden guineas." 

**Are je in earnest?" says I; but before I could 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



102 TUBF-FIRE 8T0BIES* 

spake another word Maurteen Cox gave me a quiet 
nudge in tlie ribs as a liiiit to keep my own counsel. So 
I shut my mouth an' kept as dumb as an oysthcr con- 
sarnin' the three wonderful drames, but for tlie life o' 
me I couldn't banish the idea from my mind, for they 
say it's lucky to drame three times about finding goold. 
Well, sir, with that 1 left Ned, the donkey, with tlie 
carload o' Ciibba«res, outside, while I went into Clancy's 
public house with my three friends, and after we had a 
couple o' pints each of Beamish an' Crawford's portlier, 
I promised Pat Howe to introduce him the next day 
to a friend o' mine at Glenabo' Cottage, aiul after tak- 
in* a parting drink witli the landlord wo left the house; 
but lo, and behold ! when I got outside, neither Ned, 
the donkey, nor the car, nor a single head o' cabbage 
was to be seen. 

I looked up and down Milk-market lane, but I might 
as well be lookin' for a nee<lle in a bundle o' hay ; but 
at last I was informed by tlso baker's boy that used to 
supply me with fine fresh rowls, that the donkey and 
car was dhriven to the ))ound for obstructing the ))ublic 
highway, for ye must know that that was the law in 
thim days — i\n' the owner o' the saized property, who- 
ever he or she might be, was compelled to pay a small 
fine before their property wjvs restored. For a won- 
der, I was short o' cash at the time, but Pat Howe, with 
his usual good nature, kem to my assistance, and clap- 
ped the required sum into my hand, and it wasn't long 
before I hjid the in)prisoned cabbages released from 
durance vile; but I was surj)rised when I nussed three 
o* the biggest heads, that I had carefully put on the 
top for show, and grand heads they >vere, for if they 
weighed an ounce I declare to you this minit they 
weighed 14 pounds apiece. 

However, I bore my loss wMth the resignation of a 
philosopher, an' took my accustomed st^uid on Milk- 
market lane, an' to tell the tmth^ the prospects o' the 
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market couldn't be brisker than on that very aay. So, 
after my stock was entirely sowld, an' tlie ciish safely 
in my pocket, I made my way to Mrs. Bowler's bakery, 
where I bouglit a loaf o' bread, and tlien called in at 
the dairy, where I sat down with a quart o' new milk 
and a pat o* fresh butter before me, and enjoyed a 
hearty male fit for an alderman. 

While I was aitin' away, I began to cogitate to my- 
self about the stranji^e drames of the buried treasure 
near Carrickabrick Cjistle. '* Begorra," says I to my- 
self at last, " I'll visit the Castle this veiy night an' 
see the end of it, even if I have to risk my life in the 
attempt." 

The resolution was no sooner made than I quitted 
the dairy, but when I got outside, Ned, the donkey, was 
nowhere to be found ; that was the second time he dis- 
appeared from me in the one day. I searched high 
and low, but sorrow sign of him could I see. I was 
just giving up the hunt for him, when I was towld 
by a man from Tallow that if I wished to recover him 
rd have to trudge over to the pound again. *' Wish'd, 
then, y« thievin' donkey," sa3's I to myself, ** if this 
goes on much longer, all my profits will be spent in 
payin' fines." I liad him released, however, an' put 
him up for the night at a respectable house of enter- 
tiunment for man and baste, and then made up my 
mind to visit Carrickabrick Cjistle. So, without broach- 
in' a word to any one, I went in search of a pick, spade, 
an' lanthern. PVom Milk-market lane I walked straight 
down the Mill road; after crossin' the first field I was 
soon within view of the owld pa})er mill, and after 
pickin' my steps over the plank that crossed the mill- 
race, Jis good luck would have it, the first livin' crature 
I met wju> young Jemmy Madden, a clever boy, that 
knew every hole an' corner o' the mill. 

Wlien I towld him what I wanted he lost no time 
in hunting up the necessary implements, an' in less 
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than five minits I had a spade and pickaxe, a stable 
lanthern, and a coil of rope. Tlje reason I tuck the 
rope was because I had to cliuib a rock by the Black- 
water, about thirty feet-higli, before gettin' on a level 
with tlie castle grounds. Well, sir, back I went to 
the fiehl with my mining tools under my arm, sayin' 
nothin', but smokin' njy i)ipe and studyin' the stars 
until I got to the big rock overlookin' the river. I 
then tied the iuiplements togetlier, an' tuck the other 
end o' the rope in my hand and made my way up the 
best way I could. Some o' tlie footholds wor as slip- 
pery as glass, but I kept a tight howld by tlie crev- 
ices, for I knew that by one false move Fd be 
snmshed to atoms. When I landed safe at the top o' 
the rock I pulled up the rope and untied the tools. I 
then sat down near the edge o' tlie rock to ketch my 
breath, when all at once my eye tuck in at a single 
glance the charmin' scene spreaul out before me. 

There was the beautifid sunnner moon dancin' on 
the face o* the Bhxckwarer. I could also see her 
bright banies fallin' over tlie glorious fields' o' vallow 
gnun, and from the ruined castle behind my Tback I 
could hear the noise o' the bat, the owl, an' the jack- 
daws, that were goin' to roost for the night in the 
nooks and crannies o' the broken walls. Then I 
thought I could hear the strangest nuisic comin' from 
the pnrty green grove, but 1 found out that it was 
only the light sunmier winds sinjrin' their way 
through the trees. At last I rose up, lighted my lan- 
thern, and set out like another Columbus on my voy- 
age of discovery around the castle ruins. After 
gn>pin' my way for a few minits, what dy'e think 
tripped me up, but the round white stone mentioned 
in the quare drames o' mv three friends. There it 
was, as plain as a pike-staff, beside a bit o' brushwood 
within about a yard o' Carnckabrick Castle. 

So, without losin' a niinit, I threw off my coat and 
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to work I went After dig'gin' for awliile my pick 
kern in contcict with a substance that di^hi't seem to 
be OS hard as a rock nor as soft as a sponge either. 
If you could see me that moment youM be astonished, 
for I lepped sky-high, I was so full o' joy at the 
thought o' my good luck. When I kem to myself I 
threw away the pick an' began to shovel the loose 
soil froui around the crock, as I thought it, but be- 
goira, sir, 'twas only a conmiou owld butther tub cov- 
ered over at the top with musty owld newspaners. 
" Now for my goolden discovery," says I to myself n» 
I tore off the paper cover. By tlie liglit o' the moon, 
an' my lanthern as well, I then tot>k a peep at the 
precious tre.isure I thought was goin' to make a man 
o' me for life. 

** Wliat does this mane, at all f " says I. " I was 
always of the opinion that goold was yallow, but if 
my eyes doesn't decave me the contints of this tub 
has a greenish hue." It was then I put dt>wu my 
hands an' lifted up what the butther tub contained, an' 
what dy'e think I found for my trouble? Why, sir, 
nothing less than the three big heads o' cabbage thai 
were taken out o' my car on Milk- market lane that 
very same mornin'. 

'Twas then I began to find out I was the victim of 
a hoax. So I left the mining implements to take care 
o' themselves, showldered the butther tub with its car- 
go o' cabbages, left the castle by a short cut, an' after 
gettin' my donkey an' car, went straight home by 
way o' the Biilinafana' roadL In the coorse of a few 
days the whole sacret laked out. The three dmmes — 
the takin'' o' the cabbj\ges, aiul the poundiu' o'. the 
donkey — was nately planned that morniu' by Pat 
Howe and his friends Cox an' Deimehy; an' now you 
have the whole of it, for 'twas on account of that 
night's adventure that I got the name o' the Goold- 
Seeker. 
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Jif^EERY Costigan and his brotlier Ned lived in a 
^L^ cerUiin part of Ireland which slinll be nameless. 
They were bailiffs, and in their unpopular calling, 
by their ingenuity in serving writs, had won for. them- 
selves an unenviable notoriety. Their disguises were 
so numerous, and their plans so craftily ai ranged, that 
they usually succeeded in cases where nineteen out of 
twenty of the despiciible fraternity to which they be- 
longed would most certainly have failed. Their suc- 
cess was so great, indeed, that ii> the course of a few 
years they htid anuissed quite a considerable sum of 
felthy lucre; but the risk they riin was so great that 
they would often discuss between themselves the ad- 
visability of retiring from their profession and migrat- 
ing to some other part of Ireland, where they could 
settle down and live peaceably for the remainder of 
their lives under an assumed name. 

In fact, their services had at length proved so useful 
to the Vackrenter and the absentee that they were en- 
abled to command their own terms, and would never 
undertake a case under fifty pounds. Whenever an 
agrarian agitation occurs in Ireland it is intt at all un- 
usual — ^as niJ«nv of our Irish readers will admit — to 
hear of the Dublin Castle authorities ordering the re- 
moval of the police from one district to another, just 
when they have been long enough in one locality to 
make themselves acquainted with its state and con- 
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diti^n. At the period of wliicli we are writing many 
fruitless attempts had been inndo to "serve" Uedinund 
O'Daly, the resident mnjristrate of lialiy . 

O'Daly was a man highly esteemed by Ins tenantry, 
for altliougli he was steeped to the lips in debt and 
difficulty, ho was never known to exact arrears from 
the distressed. 

His creditors were so numerous that several efforts 
were made to serve him with writs as well as to arrest 
him. Indeed, so often wns he threaiened by the law* 
officers of the Crown that he gave the strictest orders 
to his faithful servant, Matt Coogun, to allow no man 
near the house unless he was known, with the excep- 
tion of the police, whose uniform was a sufficient pass- 
port for their admittJince to the lodge. 

While O'Daly was in this dilenuna it happened that 
the lifeless body of a bailiff was picked up near the 
strand by some fishermen ; and as the bailiff was sup- 
posed to have been foully dealt with, many a hard- 
working,, honest peasant boy had to sleep behind 
prison bars. 

One evening nearly dusk a policeman, accompanied 
by a person who was evidently a prisoner, made his 
appearance and knocked at the door of O'Daly's resi- 
dence. 

O'Daly, on hearing the knock, immediately notified 
his servant. Matt Coogaxn, to be on his guard. 

" Niver fear, sir," said Mntt, as ho opened the win- 
dow souiewhat cautiously, " when they Siu*ve a paper 
on you, sir, without my knowledge, I'm thinking 
they'll have to ketch a weasel asleep. What d'ye 
want, Mister Policeman?" lie asked, poking' his head 
out of the window, 

"I want Mr. O'Daly to back a warrant," answered 
the policeman. "It/s about the bailiff's murdher, and 
I have a presner here on suspicion." 

O'Daly, overheai-ing what was said, sent Matt back 
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to tell the policeman to stand on the hall steps with 
the prisoner faist in custody, for lie declared that there 
was no knowing but that the policeman himself might 
have been Uiken in, and the supposed murderer noth- 
1X2^ but a rascally bailiff in disguise. 

The policeman said that, as he was a mere stranger 
in the district, he had not been aware of Mr. O'Laly's 
dread of the b<'iiliffs, but he pledged himself that he 
would not allow the prisoner to approach. O'Daly, 
liaving been thus reassured, came to the window. 

" You*re Misther Redmund O'Daly, the magistrate, 
I believe," said the policeman, giving a respectful 
salute. 

"I am,** replied Daly, 

" Well, your woi*ship," said the other, " the prisoner 
in my charge seems to coirespond exactly to the de- 
scription in "tt« Hue a)ui Cry^^ of the bailiff's alleged 
murderer; an* I wish your worship to back a warrant, 
for I think we*ve nabbed the man we're lookin' for." 

" You are one of the new policemen, I presume," 
said O'Daly, 

'* Yes, your worship. We only an'ived in Bally — 
to-day, and, of coorse, as you happen to be the near- 
est magistrate, I felt in jooty bound to call on you.** 

"You did right,** said O'Daly; "but, as for your 
prisoner, watch him well. You don't know what he 
may be. Here, Coogan, go and guard the prisoner 
for the policeman, and I'll back the warrant." 

The prisoner appeared to be utterly dumbfounded 
when seized by Matt Coogan. 

" Musha, then Matt, and is it you that's goin* to 
make a presner o* me too. Man alive, where*s your 
uniform ? " he cried. This was a staggerer for Coogan, 
for in the prisoner he recognized an old and valued 
friend. 

" Blue murdher,** he exclaimed,. " an' is it my owld 
crony Mick Brannagan that's the presner t You, that 
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wouldn't have the neart to kill a sparrow, much less a 
writ-sarvin' owld bailiff!'' 

" Yes, indeed, Matt ; that big bosthoon of a new po- 
lisman dragged me away from tlie plough in the field, 
where I was sweatin' like a bull, thryin' to earn an 
honest crust, declarin' he had a wairant for my airesL 
Ye see, this is the fruits o' the Coercion act as they 
call it I'm a suspect, and indeed, 'tis a wondher lie 
had dacincy to ax his worship to sign a warrant, far 
they can clap any one in jail, if we only look crooked-" 
Meanwhile the policeman had approached the window, 
and after a few words on the all-absorbing topic of the 
murdered bailiff, with which he seemed to have been 
well acquainted, he handed up the warrant to O'Daly. 

" That's the writ, your worship, a true copy, and 
here's the original. You're jooly sarved." 

The words were no sooner spoken than the bogus 
policeman bounded down the avenue with the speed 
of a deer towai*d the lodge and immediately disap- 
peared. 

" It's Peeiy Costigan, the bailiff, as sure as I'm a 
livin' sinner," cried Matt, " and he's sarved the master 
with his dirty bit o' parchment in spite of all the care 
I tuk to guard him. Niver fear, but I'll be a match 
for the same Peery wan o' these days, as cute a fox as 
he thinks himself. 

About one month after the foregoing piece of 
strategy had been so skilfully executed by the wily 
Peery, a wandering mountebank strolled into the 
town of Bally — , carrying a card-table, on which lay a 
pack of greasy cards, which he shuffled with great 
dexterity, challenging the country boys, as they came 
around him — for it happened to be the market-day — 
to try their luck for any sum from sixpence to a pound. 
A shrewd-looking countryman put down a sliilling, 
and having cut for deal won it. 

The game commenced, and it happened for some 
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time that the countryman had fortune at his finofers' 
ends; he won almost eveiy gjime, and from a shilling 
it rose to five shillings a game. When the owner of 
the table stopped and sai(f he would play no more, 
the countryman insisted that he should go on. The 
bystanders supported the countryman, and with 
gi'eat reluctance the mountebank resumed the play. 
J'he countryman, already confident in his own run of 
luck, increiised the stakes, but in the course of a little 
time fortune, as she frequently does, shifted to the 
other side. The countiyman now became desperate, 
doubled the stakes, lost his coolness, and, of coui*se, 
tlie natural result was, he lost his luck ; in short, he 
was soon cleaned out But so ungovernable .became 
his teniper, under the change of fortune, that on find- 
ing all his money gone — somewliat about ten pounds 
—he raised his fist and knocked the mountebank down. 

Now it happened that there were a couple of 
policemen looking on all the while, but before they 
liad time to interfere, the countryman struck his op- 
ponent three or four blows, by which the unfortunate 
mountebank was very severely cut, so much 80,*Tn- 
deed, that the blood was flowing in torrents from his 
mouth and nose. The bystanders to a man were in 
sympathy with the countryman, for they believed him 
to have been wofully gulled by the expert manipula- 
tor of the c-ards. 

The mountebank's table was torn to fragments, his 
cards flung into tlie sti'eet, and but for the timely in- 
terference of the police he would have been roughly 
liandled. On seeing the policeman he immediately 
charged his brutiil assailant and requested to be 
brought before a magistrate. 

The policeman, having witnessed the assault, could 
not refuse to take the countryman in charge, and in 
consequence both were broujrht to the nearest magis- 
trate» which, of course, was liedmund O'Daly. • 
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*^ Mulligan,'* said O'Daly to the policeman, whom 
he happened to know by name, *' you know my sit- 
uation and must know how I've been tricked by 
afFaii-s of this nature before- Keep those two men 
outside till I hear the whole circumstance.'* 

** It's a gambhng affair, your Woi-ship," said 
Mullijran. 

" Who is the plaintiff?" inquired O'Daly from tlio 
window. 

" I am, sir," cried the mountebank. 

" What is your charge t " 

"What is my charge! look at my face, an 'twill 
spake for itself — look at my head an' my cut Hp ; look 
at my poor nose — this schauiiu' vagjibone, your Wor- 
ship, won my money till he left me with but five shil- 
lin s. I then wanted to stop, but he threatened to 
bate me if I wouldn't play on. So I played «gain 
and won. It was then he got maid and began to 
skull drag an' abuse me till ho disfigured my beauty, 
as you see, sir." 

** What have you to say to this!" said O'Daly, 
addressing the countryman. 

** It was foul play o' the chatin' rogue," answered 
the countryman, as he continued, with a shrug: " Can 
ye deny it, ye swindlin' sleveen, that you renagued 
the ace o' hearts to my five fingei-s?" ' 

" I deny it," roared the mountebank ; " 'tis your 
own case you're tellin'." 

** Didn't I win the last thrick? " cried the countryman, 
" when vou wor down for 25 shillin's, with my Brian 
theUowldt" 

" Don't believe him, your Woi-ship," said the moun- 
tebank ; " he hadn't such a card in his hand." 

'* It's the truth I'm tellin', your Honor," shouted the 
countryman. ** I had Brian the Bowld in my hand, 
an' can prove it before any judge in Ireland i es, sir, 
that was the card I had— Brian the Bowld," 
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•* What do you mean, my good fellow," nsked 
0'D«ly, " when you say you had Brian the Bold ? " 

" Brian the Bowld, sir," replied the countryman, 
*'w5i8 an ancient Irish king. Brian Boroo was his 
Bame. Well, your honor, the noble lirian circum- 
vented the Danes at the great battle o' Clontarf, and 
after batin' them into smithereens dhruv them into the 
liver Tolka. Indeed, sir, if you should ever chance 
to read it, you'll find it one of the grandest pages in 
Irish history. But if you wish to see his picture, sir 
— ^an', ti*oth, a purty wan it is, and as natural as life, 
and I can tell by the twinkle o' your eye that you're 
no bad judge o* such things when they're well done, 
and tins wan, though I say it myself, couldn't be 
nater if it kern from the liands o' one o' the owld 
masters — but you can judge for yourself. There, sir, 
take it in your own honest hand and give me your 
opinion of it. That's Brian the Bowld," he added, af- 
ter he had placed a printed paper in the hands of O'Daly. 

"You'll find it a true copy — this is the original. 
Come, Ned," he cried to the supposed mountebank; 
** stir yourself, the horses are waitin' for us outside." 

And before O'Daly had time to realize the trick, 
the scheming bailiffs dashed down the hall steps, but 
ere tliey had reached the lodge they found themselves 
surrounded by half a dozen sturdy fai*m laborers, with 
Matt Coogan at their head. 

'* Ha ! ha ! my buckoes ; I've bagged my game at 
last," exclaimed Matt " I knew I wasn't far out 
when I spied yez in the market place a while ago ; so 
I've come prepared to give ye both a warm i*eception ; 
—here, boys," he added, addressing tlie farm hands, 
''take this rope and give them enough of it, an' who 
knows but they'll save the county a big expense by 
hanging themselves with it Fasten the.m tight on 
one horse's back, and I'll mount the other and super- 
intend the good work" 
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Matt's orders were no sooner given than acted 
upon by his trusty lieutenants. In a veiy few mo- 
ments the brothers Costigan were fii-mly strapped to 
one of their own animals. Coogan occupied the 
saddle of the other, and, with whip in hand, rode up 
and down, giving directions to the farm hands, which 
were followed out to the letter. The bailiffs, who 
were tied back to back, found themselves utterly 
helpless and unable to offer the slightest resistance. 
At length. Matt having applied his whip somewhat 
vigorously to the flanks of his enemies' steed, the ani- 
mal started off at a spanking pace, and was soon 
flying down glen and rocky ))ass, over stile and moor- 
land, with the redoubtable Matt Coogan following in 
hot pursuit, until at last the bailiff's liorse was com- 
pelled to stop short, almost buried to the neck in a 
soft bog. 

*^ An' there I left the pair o' thievin' pilgarlics," re- 
marked Matt, ** up to their chins, until nearly nightfall, 
when, out o' charity, I tuk a few o' the tenanthry with 
me and dug them out, and a purty sight they looked, 
both men and baste." 

All we have to add, is, that Redmund O'Daly, 
after a few prosperous seasons, was enabled to set him- 
self stmight with his creditors. 

The celebrity of the Costigan brothei-s made the 
province rather too hot to hold them. Consequently, 
for the good of their own health, and tlie neijjhbor- 
hood in general, they were obliged, with their ill- 
earned gains, to migrate to certain parts unknown. 
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EITTLE Mickey Hickey. was a soft, harmless, in- 
nocent bouchal, tliat cin) body could impose up- 
on, ypt he was of such a cheerful dijiposition, 
that no matter how often he was tricked, he would 
never lose his temper. He was his motlier's only 
child, an* she felt as proud of him as if ho was a born 
prince, and a more dutiful son to a mother couldn't be 
found from Cork to the Giant's Causeway than the 
same little Slickey Hickey. They had only a half 
acre to live on, and they wor compelled to work late 
an' early to make both ends meet. Of cooi-se, they 
had tlieir little annoyances to put up with, the same as 
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the rest of us, but whatever trials came over them, it 
never appeared to interfere with their naturally happy 
and contented minds. They wor always the picture 
o' good health, and no matter what cahimity niiuht 
threaten them, tliey would never allow it to disturb 
their rest at niglit 

One bright mornin' in June, Mrs. Hickey sent her 
son to the Market o' Kilfinane to sell a basket of e^^g^^ 
as she happened to be a few shillin's short that day in 
the rent, an' indeed she had a crabbed owld hunks of 
a landlord to dale with. If a tenant happened to be 
one shillin' behind hand he'd think no more o' throwin' 
a whole family out on the roadside, bag an' baggiige, 
thjin he would of sittin' down to his breakfsxst 

"Ask half a guinea for them, Mickey, agra," says 
his mother ; *' if you can't get that, why, sooner than 
have any cross words over them, you may let tliem 
go for a song." 

Well, when he got to the market place, he stood 
there nearly an hour before any bidders showed their 
noses. 'At last one- says, '*ril give you five shillin's 
for them. Ye may tiike it or lave it" 

" No," says Mick, ** Half a guinea is the price, if 
you're willin' to give th.at you may take them." 

"Then I'm afeerd, my fine fellow, if you stick out 
for that price you'll liave to tiike them back wid ye to 
Glenbrohane, where ye came from." 

" I'll give you seven shillin's," says another. 

"I can't sell them for that^" says Mickey, "an' 
sooner than have any more cross-hacfclin' over them I'll 
give them away for an owld so.ng." 

"Then I'm your man," said a dhawny bit of a gos- 
soon not the height of my knee, an' away he started to 
sing just as sprithely as ye plaze : 

*' There was a little bird, 
A merry little bird. 
And a merry little bird was he; 
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He sang his little song 
All the siinunor day long 
On the brancb of a sycamore tree/' 

" Troth, tlien, you're the man for my money," says 
Mickey. And what should lie do, d'ye think, but 
hand over the basket of eggs to the little rogue that 
was only humbuggin' him, and away he whips home 
to his mother in Glenbrohane as quick as he .could 
thrudge. 

** Alickey, allanna," says his mother, after hearin' of 
his unprofitable bargain, " I don't want to get vexed 
with you. What you did, I suppose, you thougJit 
was for the best ; but try, darlin', an' keep your eyes 
open the next time." 

Another mornin' he was sent off with a fine rowl o' 
fresh butther. 

"Whatever you do, Mickey," says his mother, 
" don't let that rowl o' beautiful butther under three 
and sixpence, for I'm sorely pressed for money." 

" Never fear, mother dear, I'll not let it go under 
theprice ye tell me." 

He wasn't many minutes in the market place when 
A customer walked over to Jiim. 

" What's the price of your butther, young man t " 
says he, 

" Three an' sixpence, sir," says Mickey. 

" I think half a crown ought to pay ye well enough 
for it," says the man. 

"No, sir;" says Mickey, "I got ordhers from my 
mother not to let it go under three an' sixpence." 

" This gom is as green as a leek," says the otiier to 
himself; for he was what you might call a Jackeen, 
an' too sharp entirely for little Mickey. " So your 
xnotlier bid ye not to let it go under three an' six- 
pence t " 

" That's just exactly what she tov/ld me, sir, and I 
niver disobieyed her yet" 
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" I think I can bridjfe a way for you over that diffi- 
culty/' iwys the Jnckeen, an' with that he nlips a half* 
crown piece in the ))alm of liin left hand, an' puts a 
shilling on the face of it ** There's three and a six,^ 
says he, holdin' the money down as low as he could 
raich. ** Now do you howld the butther up as high 
as your showldher an' put it over into my right hand, 
then we'll cry quits, an consider the bargain saled." 

Of coorse, Mickey, the poor innocent craythur, 
didn't suspect any double dalin', for he judged every 
one to be as honest as himself. So he did as the 
rogue towld him, an' handed over the butther. 

'* Now," says the Jackeen, after puttin' the three an* 
sixpence back into his pocket, ** I'll be biddin'yegood 
mornin'. I am proud o' my bargain, an' whenever 
you have any more butter to sell at the same price, 
you'll always find a customer in me, for I'm mighty 
fond o' dalin' with businei^s people like you, that knows 
what's what." With that the tliief stuck his tongue in 
his cheek and went off with the butter, laffin' in his 
sleeve. 

*" Come back here a minit," says Mickey, callin' 
after him. 

" Well, what can I do for ye," says the Jackeen, 
turnin' an' tryin' to look serious. 

** What am I to say to my mother. I got strict or- 
dera not to let the butter go under three an' sixpence.** 

" Well, ain't ye after fulfillin' your ordhers like a 

jootiful son ? Ye did'nt give it to me undher, but 

over, the nmney, for wasn't my hand down as low as 

I could possibly howld it, when you handed me the 

butther over the money?" 

"Oh, I see what ye mane now," says Mickey^ " an' 
my mind is aisier." 

He then made his way back to Glenbrohane with 
pockets just as light as when he left tlie. cabin that 
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Wlien bis mother heard how lie was chated out o^ 
lhe,butther by the sly Jackeen, wan would naturally 
imagine tliat slie would fly into a rage, and scold an' 
bate him. But she did nothing of the sort ; instead o' 
giving him the stick as some mothers do, she raisoned 
with him mildly an' softly, an' cautioned him to be on 
Lis guard the next time. 

A slioit tiuie after that she had a fine fat goose 
ready for him to take to Kilfinane market. Before 
setting out she says to him : " Mickey, my gra bawn, 
we wor never so pinched for money before. The 
goose you're takin' to market is worth seven shillings 
at the very lowest calculation, so try your best, my 
jewel, to get the highest penny in the market for it." 
When he left Glenbrohane it was a glorious mornin' ; 
tlie sun was just then beginnin' to light up the ridge o' 
the mountains ; the birds were singin' on the hedges, 
and the strame that was runnin' over the rocks in a 
little valley joined in the chorus, an' mighty purty 
music it was to listen to in the early pait of a sum- 
mer's morning! 

But Mickey Hickey didn't loiter a dale to enjoy the 
beauty o' the scene. His thouglits were too much oc- 
cupied with the goose he had to dispose of for the 
liighest penny in the market 

lie wasn't a great while in Kilfinane before he had 
dozens comin' to admire the goose. The bids offered 
for it varied from half a crown to six shillin's ; how- 
ever, he refused all offers an' stuck out manfully for 
the liiirest penny, accordin' to his mother's directions. 

" Will ye let it go for six an' six? " says one bidder 
that had no notion o' buyin' it 

" I'll not part wid it, as I said before, till I get the 
Liglicst penny in the market" 

**Then I'll accommodate ye," says a shrewd-lookin' 
man, goin' over to a haj'-stack that stood foi-ninst the 
market-housei an' takin' a very high ladder that 
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was restin' agtiinst it After settin' the ladder to suit 
hin)self he clin)bed up to the top rung an' tuck from 
his pocket a connnon copper penny. 

** I think," says he, lookin' down at Mickey from 
where he stood, ^'that this is about the highest penny 
in the market at the present moment, an' I dare any 
wan to gainsay it." 

" There's no disputin' it," says Mickey ; " so come 
down, my dacint man, for the goose is honestly 
yours." 

" And the highest penny belongs to you," says the 
other, comiu' down the ladder an' payin' Mickey his 
price. 

" It was just «bout an hour before sunset as he 
found himself more than lialf the distance on his way* 
backto Glenbrohane; he was feelin' mighty ])rou<l wij 
himself bekaise he got the highest pennj' — that goes 
to show how simple the craytliur was. Well, all of a 
sudden he heard a cry comiu' from over a little stone- 
brid<re that was to his right ; it was like a moan. So, 
thinkin' it might be somebody in the water, he went 
over the bridge, and what should he spy, leanin' on a 
staff for sui)port near a furze bush, but a poor, 
wrinkled owld woman, nearly bent to the ground 
with age. She had a very wrinkled face, long white 
hair, and an owld tattherd red cloak down to hen* heehs, 
an' beside her was an ass with a car-load o' brush, 
wood, an' plants, an' the like — for it appearn she was 
what some people call an herbalist, for she knew the 
virtue of every plant that grew. They say she could 
extract medicines from the !>erb8 she gathered that'ud 
cure every complaint under the sun. 

Little Mickey soon found out that the cause of her 
moanin' waa. that she was too feeble to lade the ass 
over the bridge; so he went to work an' had both the 
owld woman an' the car across in no time. The sun 
^as just sinkin' behind the hills, and he was biddiu' 
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good-bye to the poor cmture, after puttin' her on the 
right road to her cabin, when she said to liim : 

" Mickey, aliagur, I know you well, an' your moth- 
er, too, an' a better wouian never drew the breath o' 
life in this country than the same woman. In troth, 
agi*a, I was an owld woman when both your parents 
were little children. Many's the night's shelther an' 
the males' mait by the warm fireside I got from them, 
when I was badly in need, which I can never forget 
My time is nearly at an end in this weaiy world, and 
Va like to prove my gratitude to your mother for her 
kind charity to me, before I draw my last breath. 
Tell me, jewel, is it from.Kilfinane you wor comin' 
when you heard me cry I " 

"It was, my .poor woman," says Mickey. "I was 
on my way home after sellin' a goose at the fair." 

" I hope you got a dacint price for it, avick." 

"I got the highest penny in the market; an' here it 
is," says he, showin' it with as much consait as if it 
was a guinea. 

"Ochone! then isn't it a wicked world," says- she, 
after lookin' at the penny ; " to think they'd impose 
upon a soft, innocent boy in this manner. Mickey, 
agra, I'll give ye more than the full value o' this if ye 
wish to take it dear." 

" You may keep it," says he, " for I know you're a 
poor woman in the need of it; an' I know when 1 tell 
my mother who I gave it to she'll not be vexed with 
me." 

"You must have its value before you go home," 
says she, takin' an owld potato sack out o' the car. 

She then tuck from the sack a gray, worsted stock- 
in* that was darned here an' there in about a hundred 
different places with all colors. 

" Give this stockin' to your mother, an' tell her it's a 
leepsake from poor Oonah Casey, that used to be 
called tlie fairy woman. Take it, an' may luck an^ 
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grace attend you an' your mother as long as ye live.'' 

After seein' the owld woman safe to her little 
dwellin'-place near a rock at tlie foot of a hill, Mickey 
could see the light o' the moon showin' itself on the 
face o' the trout stream. So he slung the stockin' 
over his shoulder, whistled a lively tune, stepped out 
briskly, an' was soon snug in his mothei^s cabin. 
After tellin' her all about how he got the highest 
penny, his mother said she was proud to find him 
growin' so knowledgeable. " But I made a purchase," 
says he. " On my wB.y home I gave the price o' the 
goose for this owld stocking" 

" What did ye want it for, darlin', haven't ye two 
pair o' new ones, an' Tm just after dai'nin' the heels o' 
your owld ones.'' 

" I bouglit it out o' charity, mother, from a poor 
owld cripple o' a woman. She says she knew you 
when you wor a child. Her name is Oonah Casey." 

" Oonah Casey, d'ye tell me so f Indeed, I do know 
her well, poor ould woman ; she passed many anight 
under this roof when we wor better off. She had a 
great knowledge o' physic, an' cured rich an' poor, an* 
'twas reported she made a dale o' money by her skill, 
but never seemed any the richer for it" 

" She said, mother, that you wor to open the stock- 
in' an' keep what you'd find in it." 

Well, sir, as soon as the string was cut that tied the 
top o' the stockin', what should rowl about the cabin 
floor but a shower o' yellow guineas. 

You may take it for granted there was no fear con- 
sarnin' the rent after that, for they wor able to build a 
new cabin on a nate piece o' land of their own. So 
you see, little Mickey, as simple as he was thought, 
showed wis(lon) in his obedience to his mother and in 
his chnrity to the distn*«.Hed. It was, indeed, a hickv 
i\:\y for him when he went arc(u-din' to his mothers 
directions an' sowld the fat goose for the highest penny. 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 




mirg s Wtst. 



^he story I am going to tell you is one I never 
towldf before, for the simple re<ison that it didn't 
exactly happen to myself, but to an uncle o' 
mine, one Andy Mullowne}^ wliom I heard tell it at a 
bonfire in Cainrick. My uncle was thought to be a soft- 
headed poor man, but for all that he'd know a silver 
shillin' from a brass button as well as the cleverest of 
tUL The boys nicknamed him the Kithogue, because 
he could only use his left hand by misons of havin' no 
power in his right one. 

On tlie night o' the bonfire some one axed him to 
tell how the accident happened that crippled his right 
ami« and as well as I can call it to mind this is how lie 
explained it : — 

** I was as big a simpleton in my day as the best o' 

J^e," siz my uncle, " and to crown my folly, I fell in 
ove with wan Norah Daly, a comely colleen who lived 
^thin four fields o' my own cabin. Norah was as poor 
as a church-mouse, and to make mattera woi'se, I was 
a dale poorer myself. 

"Wan sunny momin' I was sittin' near the owld 
limekiln, fominst tlie Fairy Mount, and was tliinkin' to 
myself: 

" ' Oh, if wan o' the good people that goes hoppin' 
about when the moon shines was to know the poor 
•condition I'm in, I think he wouldn't refuse to lena roe 
a purse-full o' yellow goold ! ^ 

"I thought this, an' not a/word in the world did I 
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spake, when I heard a hammer rappin' at tlie soles of 
my brogues. 

** *Melia, mm-der 1 what's this, at all?' siz I to my- 
self. 

" ' Don't ye see what it is ?' siz a voice like a thrum- 
pet under my feet. ' And if you don't take your big 
brogue off the ant-liole I'm thiyin' to come out of, 
maybe 'twill be worse for your corns.' 

" ' I ax yer pardon, whoever you are,' siz I, movin* 
my fut to another part of tlie field. When, what should 
I spy conn'n' out of a hole in the grass, but a dawny 
bit of a gintleman, not tlie size of a farthin' candle, with 
a little cocked hat, a red' coat and breeches, and apair 
o' red boots. 

" 1 had my spade stickin' upright in the ground be- 
fore me, an' the little chap wasr no sooner out o' the 
hole than he began to climb as nimble as a monkey 
up the spade; an' when he got to the handle he sat 
himself down straddle-legged on it, as if it was a 
horse, an' tsikin' a little pipe out of his pocket, he put 
it in his mouth and began smokin' away like a good 
fellow — every blast came from him you'd think was a 
big hay-rick on fire. After nearly blindin' me with 
smoke, he said, as he fixed his little fiery eyes on me : 

" * Good morrow and better luck to ye, Andy Mul- 
lownev.' 

" * Good morrow, kindly,' siz I. 

^^ After t^ikin' a few whiffs more he fixed his little 
eyes on me ag«iin. 

" * You wished for something a while ago, Andy ? * 
siz he. 

" * I did,' siz I. ' If it's not displeasin' to ye, I wished 
for the loan of a fairy's pui*se for a few liours.' 

" * I admire your impudence,' siz he. ' So then, noth- 
ing less than a fairy's pui-se will answer ye? Well, 
suppose, now, Andy, I was to lend ye mine. What 
would you give me in return for it I ' 
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" * All I can give you/ sez I, ' is my hand and word 
to return it again.' 

" * I don't value your word a pepper-corn,' sez he, * but 
will you give me your hand ? ' 

" * Yes,' sez I. * I'll give you my hand that I'll re- 
tnm the purse to ye.' 

" * Maybe you'd never be able to return it,' sez he, 
* but you promise to give me your hand on it' 

" * I didn't think at the time what the cute little rogue 
was dhrivin' at So siz I ! * Be this an' be that, if ye 
lend me the purse for three hours, I'll give you my 
hand.' When I gave that pledge his Hrtle eyes glist- 
i-ned like two stu-s on a frosty iiiglit. ilo jumped up, 
]):it his pipe in his pocket, chipped his luinds to his 
ribs, and gave a * Ho I ho ! ' of a huigli, so hearty 
that he fell off the spade liandle into a fit. I was go- 
in' to lift him from the ground quiet an' asey, when 
the little schamer looked up at me, and siz he: 

"* You have given me your hnnd, and/here is the 
imrse for ye; tliough it's little. I'm thinkin' you'll 
liave to brag about it' 

" * Where is the purse ? ' siz I. 

"^Ilere,' siz he; 'pull this red boot off my right 
li'g. That's the purse I'm goin' to give ye.' 

***rve had mnny a purse in my time,' siz I, 'but 
m^ver had wan mod out of a leprechaun's boot before.' 

" * Keep a still tongue in your head,' siz he, ' an' pull 
away at tne boot' 

" When he said that, I began to lug at the boot, an' 
maybe the little boyo didn't screech * nuirher ' when 
I lifted him clane off the grouud and shook him out of 
if, as if it was a red-hot-coal I \yas handlin'. I looked 
to see if he was hurt, but soitow a bit o' the little spi- 
dn:rue could I see. I had the purse, however, an' a 
mighty small wan it was. So, to thry if it was any use, 
I put my finger into it an' found in tne bottom a spark- 
lin' goold half-guinea. I took it out an' put it in my 
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waistcoat pocket I sarched the boot again, an* fished 
up anotlier. * If tliis goes on for three liours, Til be as 
rich as a goold mine/ siz I, *an' tlien maybe I wont 
have the grandest weddin'. So, I'll just whip over to 
Carrick-on-Suir and buy my weddin' suit from Mul- 
rooney the tailor.' With tliat I threw down my spade, 
left my work, mod my way into Carrit-k, and went 
straight to Mulrooney's shop. He happened to be bo- 
hind the counter, so I ordered him to fit me at wanst 
with ten suits o' clothes, an' to send to Norah Daly the 
makings of ais many cloaks, gowiis, cin' wliatever waa 
becoming to a rich man's wife. 

" * Arrah then, where is the money to come from V 
siz Mulrooney. 

" * Here's the money 1 ' siz I, sprejidin' out a fist full 
o' half-guineas on the table before hin). 

Instead o' thankin' me, he looked as sharp as a needle 
at the goohl, an' then axed me, ' was I losin' me senses! ' 

*' * Not a l)ir,' siz I, * but I see you're astonished at 
the sight o' the goold, but there's plenty more where 
that kern from.' 

" * Maybe so,' siz Midrooney, grinnip' from ear to 
ear. * I'm sorry to tell yc, Andy Mulowney, you'll get 
none o' my goods for such goold as that' 

** ^ If that's tlio case,' siz I, pickin' up the coins, " * I 
can take my ordher where I'll be trated with civility, 
for there's more tailors than wan in Carrick.' I then 
hurried off to another shop, an' I tliought the tailor was 
goin' to kick me out when I showed him my half- 
guinea pieces, so I went to a third, and was towld if I 
ever entered his doors again to humbug him,, he'd set 
the dogs after me. A fourth said I was as mad as a 
hatter; a fifth towld me I was a robber. At last I 
foiuid there wasn't a tailor in Carrick would have any 
dalin' with me for love or money. 

"'Faix,' siz I to myself, * if they all refuse to take 
my ^oold I am no richer than I was before I ^ot th© 
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fairy*8 purse. So Til go back an' get all the half- 
guine<ns I can out o' the little chap's boot, and pack off 
to Dublin, or some other dacent place, where I can get 
what I want for it, an' no questions axed.' I then went 
back to the field, and pulled out half-guinea .ifter half- 
g'uinea, till I had a big hape before me. While I was 
dazzlin'niy eyes at the sight of it, I felt a terrible p:iin 
in my arm, and at that minit the purse was snnpped out 
o' my hand by the little red thief o' the world himself. 

** * You gave me your hand, Andy Mullowney/ siz 
lie. * We're now even, an' take my word for it, 
j-ouVe the biggest gom thnt ever stood in two shoes.' 

"With that he struck me a polthogue on the thumb 
of my right hand that knocked me into a trance, an' 
when I kem to my senses I found beside me where I 
lind left the half-guineas a h<npe o' cherry stones. I 
tinned with my right hand to ])irk them up, but found 
my arm as useless by my side as if it didn't belong to 
nie. To add to my trouble, Norah Daly was maiTied 
a few months after to a well-to-do farmer. I never 
could handle a spade from that day to this, an' that 
was the only reward I got for takin' a loan o' tlie 
fairy's purse." 
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Those evening bells, those evening bells. 

How many a tnle their music tells 

Of youth and liome, and that sweet time 

When last I heard their soothing chime. — Moore. 

JEIO will say that there is not something touch- 
H ingly poetical in the subject of bells ? 

Chateaubriand, describing their use in calling 
worshippers to prayer, says : 

"Let bells, then, call the faithful together, for the 
voice of man is not snflSciently pure to summon peni' 
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tence, innocence^ and misfortune at the foot of the 
altar.' Among the savages of America, when suppli- 
cants approach the door of the cabin, it is the child 
that belongs to it that ushers the distressed stranger 
into the habitation of his father. So, if the use of bells 
^ere forbidden us, a child should be chosen to call us 
to tlie house of the Lord." 

Another writer, refen-ing to the Angelus bell, says: 
'^ Tha sound of the bell is among the most pleasant re- 
minders of our affiliation with our fellow-men. We 
have often been told, and can testify in our own case, 
that tliere is nothing more agreeable when detainei^ 
on boai*d a vessel waiting high water, than the sound 
of tlie Angelus bell from the church in the distance. 
Its tones' tell us of one faith, on sea as on land, and we 
are led to join in tlie prayers of those we soon expect 
to meet." 

Trim, the county-town of E<ist Meath, is distant 
about twentv-two miles from Dublin ; it is pleasantly 
situated on tlie I)oyne. In the vicinity are the remains 
of several castellated and monastic buildings, the most 
remarkable of which are Trim Castle, on the banks of 
the river, and die Abbey founded by St. Patrick, and 
afterwards* built by De I>^\cy, Lord of Meath. 

About half a mile from li-ini are the ruins of New- 
town Abbey, forming a gi*and and picturesque object 
The ancient castle of the De Lacys, once the proudest 
pile in Meath, is now a mass of.ruins, and recalls forci- 
bly the memory of its days of almost regal splendor. 
3Iy present design, however, is not to expatiate upon 
tlie architectural beauties of Erin's ancient structures, 
but briefly to sketch the soiTowfulness which may 
sometimes spring from the more recent ruins of mud- 
walled, straw-thatched Irish homesteads. 

About a mile and a half from the famous ruins al- 
ready alluded to stood a low line of cottages. The 
land in this neighborhood was noted for its wealth* 
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producing fertility, in the shape of abunihmt Imrvests- 
But ruin and desolation were soon to follow. 

Cattle-raising was considered by the agent of the 
absentee landlord to be of nuicli more injporUince 
than the nnsing of large fauiilies. Of coui'se, the result 
of this was that notices to (piit were scattered broaid- 
cast To those who understand the feeling of an Irish 
tenant for the bit of land and the little cot where he 
first <lrew breath, the scene of an Irish eviction is c^il- 
cnlated to have a most depressing and heart-chilling 
effect. 

It is j)retty generally admitted that there is not a 
race of people in the worhl so affectionately attached 
to their native soil as the Irish. Even when driven 
from their homes, so strong is their love for the old 
spot that they will linger for days and weeks near the 
beloved scenes of their earliest recollections. Their 
green meadows, the dark mountains, and the glorious 
torrents that gush from them is a j)assion which they 
cr.rry with them into exile. And many have been 
known to pine away in secret after tln;ir native hills, 
until, the malady becoming a])|mrent unfortunately 
too hue, they sought once more the green liehls and 
valleys among which they had spent their youth, just 
in time to lay down their pale cheeks and rest in their 
their native clay forever, those hearts which absence 
an<l separation from the very soil had broken. 

It was a calm and sunny September evening. The 
air was njild and balmy. A narrow lane, or boreen, 
branched off from the high road, which led to the row 
of cottages referred to. Over this boreen was a le.nfy 
canopy. The elevated inclosures of the ))ath wei'e 
tangled by a profusion of wild flowers, such as the 
purple fox-glove, with its fairy-like caps, and the 
sparkling leaves s\nd knotty twistings of sly robin, run- 
the-hedge, mingled with the tasseled meadow, and 
sweet broad-leaved dock. Huddled up at the stump of 
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an a^ed thorn, a few yards down the boreen, was a pale- 
faced woman witli a babe at her breast and a five- 
year-old boy by her side. 

"Mammy, don*t be cryin'," said tlie little fellow. 
"Come back, my faither maybe will be lookin' for 
you. Come Mammy, and have another peep at the 
owld cabin before the root's taken off wid their crow- 
bars." 

" No, Plnidrig, dear ; we'll stny where we ai-e, for I 
know the very si{fht of it wonld kill me." 

" Where will we sleep to-night, Mammy I " • 

" Heaven alone knows, avourneen." 

" YouVe not well, mother. Your faice looks as pale 
as a sheet." 

" I'm greatly afraid, Phadrig, I'll never get the bet- 
ter of the shock I got when the peelers and bailiffs 
came this morning to turn us out of the old cottage 
where you and tlie infant at my breast were born. 
Why, -darling, your father and his- father an<l grand- 
father bi'fore him firsc saw the light there. Ochono, 
Ned liratly, pulse o' my heart," she sobbed. "'Tis 
you tliat was ever and always the good husband to 
me, and it's little I ever thought I'd live to see the 
hour when your little home would be destroyed before 
our eyes in the broad open day." 

"Manuny, you'll soon die if you fret this way, an' 
then who'll take care o' me and m}'' little sister?" 

"Ah, Phadrig, my poor child, if it wasn't for your 
sake and the baby here, and your father, I'd sooner 
die than live, for what is life without a home — ^but 
come," she continued, as she pressed the infant to her 
bosom, "we'll take a farewell look at the old home 
that is now lost to us forever." 

A turn in the road brought them opposite to what 
had been a nesting of three or four cottages. The 
greater number had been dispossessed of their inmates. 
The one f^atliest off was the present scene of eviction. 
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Two men were busied in unroofing the small dwell- 
ing, wlule two others looked prepared to meet any 
outbreak on the prat of the late tenant or his friendk 
There was the usual scene of confusion. Yet it was 
plain to see that tlie ejectment had been served upon 
a cottage suiTOunded by many comforts. 

'* Here's poor Mary Brady," was the ciy, as the 
young wife and mother approached, with little Pha- 
drig still by her side. 

**May kind heaven," exclaimed an old woman, 
*' look down an^ comfort you tliis d«ay, Mary, allanna ! 
'tis you must have tlie heavy heart'' 

Mary indeed looked very pale and fragile. She 
tottered forward and was just saved from falling by 
her elderly friend, who took the babe from her arms 
and placed tlie mother as tenderly as she could in an 
old-f}ishioned arm chair, which had been thrown out 
from the cottiige. 

''Take core o' my darling infant," she gasped, with 
her hand closely pressed against her side as if in pain, 
while tears flowea down lier cheeks. 

" Ned Brady," observed a member of the constabu- 
lary, who appeared to be superintending the work of 
eviction, "has no one but himself to blame; why 
didn't he take no for an answer when the lease of his 
cabin dropped. Why did he try to keep possession in 
spite o' the law ! You see, he has to suffer for it at 
last — an' sorra mend him — 'tis his own fault." 

" What's that ye say I " cried a strong though hag- 
gard-looking man, advancing as the crowd tQ whom 
*he had been speaking opened and made way for him; 
"and is it you. Sergeant O'Donovan, that telk me 
'twas my own fault to defend my own home frou) the 
plunderer! Such talk does very little credit to the 
name you bear. If you had a single drop o' manly 
blood in your veins, 'tis not disgi'acin' the name o* 
O'Donovan you'd be by wearin' a peelei^'s jacket 
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Why, look at Joe Ryan. Look at Tim Gallagher. 
Look at Hugh McGarry. They flung their British uni- 
forms into the bogs and took leg-bail from tlie counthry 
sooner than liave any hand in the dii1;y work that 
youVe doin' to-day. You know well enough, Sergeant 
O'Donovan, that I was born under that roof which 
vouand yourniurdherin' gang have this day destroyed, 
My fatlier and gi*andfather held the bit o' land, and we 
paid for it at tiie higliest and to the last penny." 

** Troth, that's true Ned," murmured his friends. 
'^ And why is it the notices to quit are sent around so 
plentiful on the estate ? Til tell ye. 'Tis because the 
agent wants tiie land to be cleared of men, that it may 
be used for graziu' purposes to fatten four-footed bastes.' 

" Don't you know, Ned Brady," said the sergeant, 
" that tJie gentleman's land is his own, and if he'd rath- 
er feed cattle for (he market than have the place broke 
up into little farms, isn't it his own business an' not 
yours t Hasn't he a right to do what he likes with his 
own ? " 

" No," exclaimed Brady, firmly planting his foot on 
the ground; ^' no man has a nglit to S4\y to another, 
' Go out and starve.' If it's a tenant's duty to pay, it 
should be a landlord's duty to protect" 

Two women were comforting Ned Brady's wife in 
the best way they could, and another was busied in 
adjusting a bed on a small car. Ned, who was not 
aware till then of his wife's illness, rushed over to where 
she was supported in the arm chair. '^ What's the mat- 
ter with ye, Mary, asthore f You're lookin' very pale, 
jewel; its nothing serious, is it Mary?" he asked. 
" I am afraid, Ned, mavoureen," she answered, " tliat 
Hwill soon be all over with your poor Mary. Send 
some one for Father Costello." An old woman, on hear- - 
ing her request, departed immediately and proceeded 
in the direction or the chapel, the spire of which 
crowned a little hill about a quarter of a mile distant. 
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and was distinctly visible from the scene of the evic- 
tion. '* Oil, if they'd only let me die within the old 
Ciibin," whispered Mary to her husband, " I'd feel hap- 
pier." 

"Don't spake o' that, my own bright love," ex- 
clainied Ned. ** llary, njy pride, don't spake o' death.*^ 

** Where's Phadrig and our blessed infant?" slie 
asked. 

" Here, safe, beside you, Mary, darliii'." 

" Is Father Costello coniin' ? " ' 

" Yes, darlin'. I see him comin' up the road as 
fast as his horse can carry him. But spake, macliree. 
What's amiss, Mary I Ccin't you answer met Some 
one fetch a dhrop of wather ; she has fainted. Don't 
ye know me, Mary ? Don't you know your own Ned t ^ 

He received no reply. ' The silence was only dis- 
turbed by the prolonged wliistle of a distant black- 
bird. 

Father Costello, however, arrived in time to find 
her restored to consciousness. He lost no time in 
consoling the dying woman, and after he had admin- 
istered tlie last rites of her religion she appeared to 
be perfectly tranquil and resigned. 

" Ned, dear," she whispered, " take cai*e o' the little 
darlings that will soon be motherless." 

She then nestled her head on her husband's breast 
as a child would have done on it's mother's bosom. 
At this moment the bells of a distant monastery were 
tollinff for evening prayer. 

" What bells are those ? " asked the dying woman. 

" They are ringing the Angelus," solemnly replied 
the priest. 

Every head was bowed, every knee was bent, every 
voice offered up the beautiful prayer of the Angelus in 
poor Mary Brady's behalf; even the men who had 
been so busy in the work of demolition paused and 
took part in the ceremony. 
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" Look,'* suddenly excluimed Ned Brady, " I feel as 
if her bi'eath had passed riglit into my heart's core." 
She was cold on his bosom. 

Tlie bells were still tollin^r; it was a requiem which 
they rang, for the soul of Mary Brady had taken its 
flight to a blighter world ere the deep- toned vibrations 
of the Angelas bells had ceased. 
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*' I'll seek a four-lcavcd Shamrock in all tlio fairy dells. 
And if I find tho charmed leaves, oh, bow 1 11 weave my 
spells!"— Zorer. 

^HE three-leaved Shamrock, as we are all aware, 
is the national emblem of Ireland, but the sym- 
bol of bright omens luis fom* leaves, the finding 
of which, like that of a horse-shoe, is supposed to be 
the precursor of good fortune. In lact, should you 
be lucky enough to possess it, the rascally ijnpostor 
wlio would have the temerity to practise his wily 
schemes upon you will inevitably find himself most 
woefully checkmated — for while the deceiver imagines 
he is palavering you to yonr heart's content, you will 
be enabled by the power of tlie charmed clover to see 
the thin veil, which for a time had obscured his in- 
famy, lifted as it were, with a touch of the encliantei-'s 
wand, until you behold him as he really is in all his 
base deformity. 

Many years ago a noted mountebank, who was con- 
sidered at the time to be an expert conjurer, appeared 
one day at a cattle-fair in an important town in the 
south of Ireland, accompanied by his factotum — a no- 
torious thimble-rigger. After having pitched their 
tent upon the fair-ground, the conjurer's assistant be- 
gan without a moment's delay to manipulate the big 
dmm, occasionally alternated by the clashing of cym- 
bals. 
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It was a custom of the mountebank to practise a 
few of Ins sleight-of-lmnd tricks outside of his tent, so 
as to attract a crowd before the beginning of liis regu- 
lar performances. 

On this occjision, as soon as tlie people began to as- 
semble, he took from his wagon a wicker basket, whicli 
lie immediately uncovered, when to the surprise of the 
spectator a black game-cock flew out of it and alighted 
on the shoulders of the conjurer. After crowing for 
a few seconds it left the showman's shoulders and was 
next seen perched upon tlje thatched roof of a road- 
side cjxbin, which stood a few feet away from the con- 
jurer's tent The crowd advanced toward the house 
as if inipelled by some unseen force Man, woman, 
• and child appe«ared as if wonder-stricken. 

The spectators with serious aspect avt^rred that they 
could see the mysterious game cock stalking along the 
edge of the root with a tremendous log of oak, or ash, 
I have forgotten which, att^iched to liis bill. Every- 
one marvelled at the strange sight, and those who 
stood near the roof lost no tinie in getting from* under 
the mighty beam. 

" Musha, then,*^ said a young girl who was taking 
home an armful of gi'ass to her cow, ** what in the 
name o* fortune makes yez stsxnd witli your moutlis 
open that way an* wearin' such wry faces, instead o' 
amusin' yourselves an' bein' merry at the fair? One 
'ud think, to judge by your looks, that some big cal- 
amity was goin' to overtake ye I What does* it all 
mean, tell me ? " 

** Tut, girl,** said one ; *' don't ye see the wondher I " 

" What wondher I " asked the girl. 

" Why, beyant on the roof o' Jack Donohoe's cabin." 

'^I see nothing to wondher at on the roofo' the 
cabin." 

" Are ye blind, girl ! Can't ve see what the won- 
dberful bird is Ciin-y in' on his bilft " 
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" Well, what d'ye see on its bill that's so wondherfiil 
after all f " inquired the girl 

** Why, a log o' tinjber, o' cooi'se," was the response ; 
" an', faix, the same big log 'ud tax a pair o' brewer's 
hoi*se8 to dhrag along." 

** Wisha, then, dear knows," said the girl. " It's 
the asiest thing in life to make some stare; 'deed I 
think yeznuist all be seein' double to-day; maybe it's 
what yez tuck at the fair tliat's overcomin ye, or maybe 
it's the hate o' the sun. I know for niy own part — an' 
I'm sure njy eyesiglit is good enough — I can see nothing 
in the wonderful bird's bill but a straw, an' if that's 
what yez are calling a heavy burden to cany I'm 
greatly afeerd your lieads must be all tuniin' light 
Why, a weesliy bit of a robin 'ud carry far more than 
that an' think nothin' at all about it." The crafty 
mountebank, having overheard the girl's remarks, came 
at once to the conclusion that she knew too much for 
him, or, to use his own words : 

" This cute girl knows enough, an' more than enough, 
to ' quare my pitch ' in this fair, an' Pd give any money 
to stop her mouth ; for if she should by hook or crook 
sell the pass on me, my little thraps will be scattered 
an' meself torn into babby-rags." 

*' My little colleen," said he, addressing the girl, 
.** that's a purty annful o' gi^ass ye've got." 

" D'ye think so, sir ? It's only a thrifle I'm bring- 
ing home for the cow." 

** I wish, then, ye'd gi' me a mouthful of it for my 
horse over there. Luk at him; the poor baste is 
nearly starved, for I didn't have a chance to give him 
a feed since I kem to the fair." 

"If that's the ti-uth," replied the girl, "Fmsony for 
the poor animal. So, if ye wish, sir, you're welkimto 
the grass, for the cow can wait awhile; besides, there's 
plenty more where I gathered tliis." 

*♦ Thank ye, m^ jewel," said the conjurer ; " there's 
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a ticket for your kindness. . You can see the whole 
show free of charge.** 

No sooner Iiad the girl parted with the bundle of 
grass tlian her eyes became fixed upon the thatched 
roof, where the strange performance which had so 
in3*8ti(ied the crowd was still being enacted. She 
appeared for a moment as if spellbound ; then, start- 
ing back a^step or two, as if apprehensive of some- 
approaching danger, she cried out, as she waved her 
hand excitedly towards the roof: 

'' Look, look ! Och, 'tis true then, 'tis true. Stand 
from under the log or you'll be crushed to atoms. 
Will you not heed me— don't you all see — the' bird's 
bill will never be able to howld such a mighty piece o' 
timber. Stand aside, I tell you, if you value your 
lives 1 Are you all t4ikin' lave o' your senses, that 
you can't see the risk you are runnin't Why d'ye 
nil gather so close to the roof I See ! See ! " she con- 
tinued hysterically ; " didn't I warn you ; 'tis fallin' — 
I towld you it would — 'tis fallin'. Look there ! Ha ! 
ha! I knew it— 'tis fall P 

Before she could complete the sentence she fell to 
the ground unsconscious. She was, however, very 
soon taken care of by a few ' of her friends who 
liappened to be at the fair, and, when sufficiently re- 
ston^i was conducted in safety to her home. 

The cause of her sudden transition can be satisfac- 
torily accounted for — to those at least who have 
implicit faith in the mystic influence of the four-leaved 
shamrock. My explanation, then, is simply this: 
In the handful of grass, so carefully secured by the 
showman, under pretense of providing provender for 
his horse, was concealed the priceless talisn)an, by the 
power of which the ffirl's eyes were opened to the 
conjuror's deception when she first saw the exhibition 
on the house top. 

Tlie unseen charm in the bundle of grass, was, of 
C0un6| tlie magic clover. 
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OWNEY Loorman, or Owney o' the Kish, as he 
W5)s called, was a poor cripple that lost both Ins 
le^s in the wara abroad — at leant, »(> I'm towld, for 
I hadn't the pleasure o' knowin' him, and for the verv 
simple raison that he was lyin' paccfuUv at rest with 
his ancestors in the little abbey churchyard of this 
same County Monaghan, many a year before I waa 
bom. 
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They tell me he was a dwindled, care-worn little 
man, tliough I hear that before he put on a red jacket 
an^ joined the enemies of his country to bate the fur- 
riners, he was as fine a young man as you'd nseet in a 
day's walk. But when he came back to his native 
parish, he liad to travel about to eai'u a crust, like 
* Billy in the Bowl/ ' As ho was without legs, some of 
his kind-hearted friends got him a kish, and fitted him 
into it as nate an' cosey j\s they could. The kish was 
a wicker-work basket, just the same as we use at 
present to c^uTy turf to the m.irket, only 'twas cut 
down to his own size, so that any two boys could lay 
howld of it and give him a lift from place to place when- 
ever lie needetl it. After a while ho grew to be as 
proud of his little kish as a king would bo when saited 
on his royal throne. 

There Wiisn't a market or a fair in the whole Coun- 
ty Monaghan that Owney didn't attend, .in' he used to 
make whips o' money, they say, wherever he went, for 
lie was a good player o' the*clarionet, and, moreover, 
he was a bit of a conjurer into the bargain. But all the 
money he got went as fust sxs he earned it, for ho had 
a goo4 many owld cronies tluit helped him spend it. 
He had no thought or care for a rainy djiy ; so the up- 
shot was that when he died he didn't lave a shillin' 
behind hiu). But as he was purty well thought of 
when Hvin', a party of his friends — about seven o' 
them, I believe — formed themselves into a committee 
an' put their hesids together to collect money enough 
among the well-to-do people round about to pay the 
expenses of buryin' — an' indeed, it wasn't very long 
before they gathered a mighty snug sum. 

Poor Owney, when alive, was a sort of Shaughraun 
in his way, an' had no home that he could call his 
own. So there was a good-natured iin*mer that gave 
the use of his out-house to fit up and do all the honor 
tliey could to him before takiu' him awixy to the 
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abbey cburch-yard. Well, sir, all that could be done 
for money was done at the wake in the out-house to 
celebrate the sorrowful occsxsion. The wake was 
kept up for two nights, and about nine o'clock on tlie 
second niglit all o' the callers that had any distance 
to go tuk their lave and went away to their different 
homes, so that long before midnight tlie out-house was 
cleared of all but the seven connnittco-men. After a 
while a man named Andy McGee, tlio spokr-man of 
the committtee, starts up all of a sudden, an' says he : 

'* Boys, we were lavish enough in spcndin' the 
money we got to do the dacint thing to poor Owney 
Looram, that's lyin' tliere in his little kish before us ; 
but in spite of all the honor we intended to pay him it 
never struck me until this very minit that we forgot 
the main point." 

"An' what did we forget, Andy ?" says one. 

" Why, we forgot to ordher a coffin for poor Owney,** 
says he. Well, sir, then .there w«i8 a hubbub in air- 
nest — for, to spake tlie truth, they wor so much occu- 
pied with story-tellin' an' smokin', an' takin' a sup 
now an' then to lift the weight from their hearts, that 
not one o' them gave the niatter a thought, until Andy- 
put them in mincl of it; but 'twas too late then, for all 
the money was spent in gettin' the outliouse into ship- 
shape for the different callers that dropped in to see the 
last o' poor Owney. • At last the spokesman went 
round with the hat among them, but all they could 
scra))e together was five shillings. 

"This will never do," says he; " five shillings will 
go nowhere — besides, poor Owney was so grejitly de- 
formed since he lost liis legs in the wai-s, that he 
would require a coffin made specially to ordher, an' 
that, of coui-se, would cost a bigger penny than a 
ready-made one. 

"Now, if the news o' this gets whispered about the 
country to-morrow — how we squandered the money 
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an' forgot the chief object for whicli it wjis collected— 
every man of us will be exposed wheneyer we show 
oar nose. 

"Now, boys/' says he," there's just one way to es- 
cape this, if yez agree to my proposal — " 

"And what way is that Andy t " sa3^s the coniniittee- 
men. 

" It's this," says the spokesman," tl)at we get a cloth 
an' cover the top o' the kish, an' tlien carry poor 
Owney away to the Abbey church-yard, an' lay him at 
rest just as he is, without disturbin him — no one will 
be tiie wisei'' — and he'll be every bit as well off as if 
he left the wealth of Lord Rosmore behind him." 

When Andy was done spakin', his plan was put to a 
vote and earned without a single word of opposition. 
So away tliey started with the kish for the abbey 
church-yard, which was about two miles off. When 
tliey got a mile on the road they stopped in front o' 
McNeary's public house, where they agreed to go in 
an' spend the five shillin's they had left, for the night 
was raw and cowld, an', of coorse, they thought a drop 
o'. punch would cheer them up an' make them better 
able for the work they had to perform. 

Outside o' the house there was a stone-sait, where 
the poor beggar and the footsore, weary traveller were 
in the habit o' sittin' down of a warm day to rest their 
limbs. So they put down poor Owney's kish on the 
stone-sait, and m they went to wet their whistle. 

Now it happened, strange enough, that on the same 
night there was a young couple after gettin' man-ied 
in a neighboring town, an curiously enough, they had 
to take the same road as the buryin' part\% for the 
bridegroom was takin' his young wife home to his own 
farm, which was a mile beyond the Abbey church-yai*d 
and where they intended to celebrate their weddin' ; 
— ^both husbana and wife had then* own friends, *and a 
pleasant, jovial party they were. Well, when tliey 
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got up forninst McNeary's, nothing should do tlieni 
but to go in an* honor tlie landlord with their presence. 
And it happened that they were caiTyin* a kish with 
tliem, too. So down they laid it on the stone-sait, 
an' the next minit they were all sittin' beside a blazin' 
turf-fire in McNearj^'s kitchen. 

"The shine was party well taken out o' the five 
shillings o' the buryiu' party by the time the weddin* 
party amved. So the foreman o' the committee stood 
up, an* says he, *boys, it's a dark night outside. 
WeVe a good mile to go. So 1 think we betther be 
thravelin'. So with that they left the public house, 
tuck up the kish, and started on their melancholy mis- 
sion. In a quarter of an hour's time they got to the 
Abbey church-yard, where they found a spade and 
began to dig. After takin' turns apiece at the work, 
they soon had a res tin' place for poor Owney's re- 
mains. 

"Now," says Andy, when everything was ready, 
**one of you give me a hand with the kish." With 
that one o' the committee went over, and in puttiii' 
his hand down to the kish, what should he put it in on, 
but the neck of a bottle stickin' up through a hole in 
the cover. 

** Powdhei-8 o' war ! Wliat's this 1 " siz he, throwin* 
aside the cover o' the kish, an' dhrawin' out a quart 
bottle o' spen-its. 

"Mealia murdher! Look at this!" roared the 
spokesman, hbwldin' up a piece o' bridal cake, about 
the weight of a smoothin' iron. 

" Are we bewitched I " cried another, takin' out a 
package that held about three pounds o' tay. 

" Are we in fairy-land f " says another, layin' howld 
to a tremenduous rowl o' Limerick twist tibakky. 

"If this is a dhrame," siz another, bringing out a sec- 
ond quart bottle, "I hope it will continue for a 
month." 
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" Poor Owney was a clever conjurer when alive/* 
says t])e spokesman, '' but, sure, it can't be possible 
tliat lie's ptayin' tliricks upon us now." 

Well, sir, when they found out tlieir big mistake in 
carryin' away the weddin' party's ki.sh instead of 
Owney's, you'd think they'd go into kinks. Every 
man o' them was neai-ly sphttin' his sides wid* the laf- 
fin ! Dickens, such a night's divarsion ever they had 
in all their born da)'s; an' faix, it wasn't behowldin' to 
t%vo quart bottles they wor when tliey be«^an to over- 
haul the kish. Well, I needn't tell ye, they enjoyed 
tliemselves, an' sorrow man o' tliem budged from the 
spot till the sun was splittin' tlie trees the next'mornin'. 

But, troth, it was a different story tlie weddin' party 
had to tell aft^r biddin' McNeary good night an' quit- 
tin' the public house They wor no sooner outside 
than one of the bridegroom's friends goes over to the 
Stone-sait an' whips up the kish, and after hoistin' it 
on his showlders away they began to thrudge for the 
farm-house, where they intended to make merry over 
the weddin' ; but before they walked a dozen 3''ards on 
the road the man that was cairyin' the kish had to stop 
an' put down his load by the hedge-side in ordher to 
ketch his breath. " By my song," says he, wipin' the 
sweat that was teemin' from his forehead, " this kish 
has lost nothin' in weight since we stopped at the pub- 
lic house. Troth, it feels as heavy as a load of pavin' 
stones." 

" Bedad, you're right," says another o' the party, 
takin' howld of it — and faix, 'twas as much as he could 
do to lift it. 

•* JIaybe some rapparee has been playin' thricks on 
us while our backs was turned," says the bridegroom, 
an* as he spoke two or tl^ree o' them stooped down and 
dragged off the cloth cover, so as to examine the contents 
o' the kish. At that moment the moon happened to 
be purty brighti and as its yellow bames fell upon the 
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pale faytures o' poor Ovvney every one o* tlie weddin' 
party stood speechless, with their eyes wide open ; 
sorrow such a fright ever they got in their lives before. 

It was more than a niinnit before one o' them could 
open their mouths to spake a syllable. 

** Murdher in Irish, what can this mane, at all ? *• 
says the bridegi'oom. " I thought poor Owney was 
under the sod in the abbey church-yard. Tliis must 
be some conjuring thrick, for I subscribed five shil- 
lings to the collection for the buryin' funds the other 
day. Troth, if this is intended for a joke I'll make it 
a ^orry one for the thief, whoever he is, that planned 
it.** 

However, sir, to make a long story short, they all 
went back again to McNeary's, and the cause o* the 
nnstake was very soon made as clear as daylight 

After that they had a drink on the head of it, an' 
many a hearty laugh went round at the young 
couj)Ie's expense. 

The next day, to make amends, a new coffin was 
ordhered, an' poor Owney was bui-ied dacintly in tlie 
abbey church-yard. 

And on that very same night the weddin' faist was 
kept up at the bridegroom's house — lashin's of invita- 
tions were sent out. The spokesman of the committee 
and his friends got invited among the rest. I don't 
think tliere was ever such a merry weddin' party 
gathered together before or since, and you may be 
sure it wasn't long before the stoiy got abroad about 
how the materials for the weddin' supper was carried 
ofif in mistake for poor Owney's kish. 
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To catch Dame Fortune's golden smile. 

Assiduous wait upon her; 
And gatlier gear bv every wile 

That's justified by honor. 
Not for to hide it in a hedge. 

Not for a train attendaint: 
But for the glorious privilege 

Of being indei>endcnt. — Burns. 

ATT Cassidy and Bryan Hogan were turf cut- 
ters. Matt had a large family ; lie was a self- 
reliant, liard- working nmn. Bryan was a sort 
of dreamer, a ne'er-do-well, in fact The^ lived in a 
small liamlet in tlie County of Kildare, adjacent to the 
bog of Allen. The bog of Allen commences at Kob- 
ertstown, in the county of Kildare, twenty miles from 
Dublin, and continues with little interrui)tion to Shan- 
non harbor. The passage through the bog of Allen, 
although dreary and monotonous, is by no means 
without interest to the traveller. The aspect that sur- 
rounds him on all sides is very singular ; huge stacks 
of turf border the canal, and iiere and there a cabin 
raises its roof a few feet above the surface, from which 
it can scarcely be distinguished. 

The turf cutter rents usually from two to five acres. 
Tlie turf lie cuts with his own hand and conveys to 
market as best lie can. The general opinion as to the- 
origin of bojrs is that they are not primitive or origin- 
al masses of earth, but accumulations of vegetable 
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matter, wliich has undergone a peculiar change under 
a degi-ee of temperature not sufficiently great to decom- 
pose the plants tliat have sprung upon the surface. 
The theoiy is fiui)ported by tlie fact that in nearly all 
bogs are found the remains of huge forest trees of nu- 
merous varieties, some of them so entire and perfect 
as to be veiy useful for tlie purposes of the builder. 

An essay on bogs, however, is not my present ob- 
ject. So, without further preface. I will return to Hifatt 
Cassidy and his fnend Bryan Hogan. 

"I liad a quare drame hist nighty llatt," saidBiyan, 
as he tln-ew down his sj)ade and seated himself on a 
pile of turf. Then lighting his pipe, he began to puff 
away to his heart's content. 

" That's an owld story with you, Bryan. Sure 
youVe always draming," 

" Except when I'm workin', Matt^ I believe I am.'' 

" Exce])t when you're workin' ? Bedad, Bryan 
avick, no one will ever accuse ye of throwin' much of 
your time away u])on work." 

'* Don't be hittin' me so hard, Matt Sure, there's 
youi*self diggin' away with your spade. One would 
think it was for bare life. Are you any better off in 
the long run than me, that's sittin' here at my aise, en- 
joyin' my dhudheen ? Tell me that, my industrious 
neighbor?' 

** I am asier in mind, at any rate," said Matt " I 
owe no man a shillin'. You tell me you're always 
borrowin', an' that your money's moitgaged befcu'e 
you handle it So I think I'm better off than you in 
that respect; but, of coui-se, if you prefer to taike the 
world aisey an' put your faith in drames, that's your 
own affair." 

" An' small blame to me for takin' it aisey. What 
encouragement have I for workin' hard!" 

** That's thrue enough, Bryan ; a shillin' a day is 
poor inducement ; but dramin' your tinie away won't 
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bring much| either. Well, what did vou drame aoont 
last night t It wasn't ketchin* a Leprechaun yoii 
wor t " 

** No," replied Bryan. ** I thought I was hobnob- 
bin' with the Earl o Graball, owner o' the big estate 
beyant. I thought he invited me to liis castle, wliere 
he offered to furnish me with a big hump o' money, 
tliat would have made me independent for life, but I 
was too stupid to take it." 

** Maybe he was only greggin' ye," said Matt, " and 
didn't mane to give it to you at all." 

^' Oh, troth, he was in aii*nest at the time, for when 
he led me into the gitind parlor he tln*ew hinuself into 
a big arm-chair foniinst the lire that was blaziu' in the 
grate, and says be to me, ' Don't you know who I am, 
Bryant' 

" *I do, sir,' says -L * You're the Earl o' Graball.' 

** 'You're rights Bryan,' says he, * an' you'll find 
before you leave the castle that they paint me blacker 
than I really am- How do you contrive to live at 
all ? Sure« a shillin' a day is no support for a big 
strappin' fellow like you.' 

II • Tiinie fop you, hir,' says I; * 'twould hardl}' buy 
food enough to suppoit a weasel.' 

" * Do you ever manage to get a drop to clear the 
cobwebs from your throat at all,' says Graball. 

** *Not a tint, your lordship,' says I, sthrivin' to keep 
a viry face on me while I was spakin' ; ' not a tiisto, 
barrin' a dhrop o' spring water or a sup o' butther- 
milk now and agin to cool tlie stirabout' 

" * My |K>or man,' sa)*s he, puttin' a big glass o' 
scaldin' punch in my fist, * I pity you. Taste that, 
an' tell me, is it strong?' 

" * Bedad, it is, sir,' says I, takin' a big gurlogue. 
* Tis as strong as the Rock o' Giberalther, an' as for 
sweetness, sir, bedad, a honeycomb couldn't howld a 
fartlun' candle by the side of it* An' indeed, I'm not 
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a bit surprised at the pleasant look o' your big, round, 
smilin' face, for faix, sir, *tis little wondher you'd be 
happy if you're in the habit of wettin' your whistle 
with such beautiful necther as tliis-' 

" * Have you any favor you'd like to ask t' says ha 
' If you have, just say the word an' I'll grant it, for 
maybe it might be long enough before you'd ketch 
me in such a merry humor again. Her ladyship is 
gone away on a visit to Lady Rackrent, so, before 
slie comes back, I'll try and do what I can for you. 
Now tell me, Bryan, what you'd like.' 

" * If your lordship 'd lend me the price of a new 
suit o' clothes,' says I, ' I'd be as happy as a duck in 
rainy weather.' 

" ' Why, of course, I'll give ye the price of a suit 
Yes,' says he, * an' two suits, if ye need it You see, 
I'm not such a spalpeen after all, lir3%'m, when you 
come to know me. You can have this,' says he, 
tixkin' a purse from his pocket an' howldin' it foniinst 
my nose. *'Tis full of silver ; or if you like, I have 
another purse stuffed with goold in the desk in my 
study.' 

" ' I don't desarve either o' them, your lordship,* 
says I. 

** * Yes, you do, Bryan,' says he, *and I'll give you 
your choice.' 

" ' Now, say which you'll take, this in my hand, 
that's full o' silver, or the one that's in my study, filled 
with goold V 

** * If it makes no difference to ye,' says I, * I'll 
thank your lordship for the one with the goold in it.' 

" ' Your will is my pleasure,' says he, and away he 
went into the study for the purse o' goold, but, 
begoira, Matt before his lordship kera back, I awoke, 
an' maybe I didn't ballyrag myself after for refusin' to 
take the purse o' silver." 

On the evening of the same day, after having com* 



Digitized 



by Google 



150 XUBF-FIBE STORIES. 

pleted their allotted tasks in the boo^, M.att Cassidy 
nappened to meet with even a more remarkable ad- 
venture than the one mentioned by Bryan in his 
dream, the only difference being that Bryan's was 
merely a playful freak of the imngiuation, whereas in 
Mart Cassidy's case it proved to be a most agreeable 
reality, 

Tluit is, if the nan-ative of my good-humored his- 
torian is accepted in good faith by the reader, for I 
shall give it in the same plnin, unvarnished m<nnner 
as I got it from him; and he hns ah*e;uly vouclied 
tbat he heard it from a friend of his, to whom it was 
communicated by a respectable man who was inca- 
pable of uttering an untruth, even for a king's ransom, 
and who averred upon his veracity that he got every 
w'ord of the story from the lips of Matt Cassidy's own 
aon and heir, who at that time was still in the land of 
the living. 

" Well, sir,** said he, " when the day's work was 
over, Bryan Hogan, who, as I have ab-eady told you, 
was the hist man on the bog in the niornin', and the 
first to lave at night, put his s])ade on his showlder 
an' went awav to join some o' the lively companions 
tliat used to help him dhnnk the tnfle o' nioney he 
was able to earn. 

**But ilatt stopped behind to make a little overtime, 
that he got a few extra pennies by ; at last, after 
loading a barrow, he says to himself: 

" * Before I put on my jacket, I'll just row this over to 
the " spread-iield " beyant, and then go home to Nonah.' 

" Wlien he said that, he had barely time to touch 
the handles o' the barrow, when he heard a ciy from a 
little weeny voice as wake as an infant's, comin' up 
from the turf in the barrow. With that he dropped the 
barrow like a shot 

• " * Matt, you rogue o' the univarse,' says the voice, 
« d'ye mean to smother me f ' Poor Matt was speech* 
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less, an' eveiy liair of his head stood up like the 
pronors of a pitch-fork. 

*' * Who is it t ' says he, after ketchin' his brea^tb, 
* that's calliii' me by nunie ?' 

" * Never mind wlio's ciillin' you, but let me out at 
wanst/ says the voice. 

*' * If youVe anything natural, why the dickens don't 
you sliow youi-self above boord, ah' spake out like a 
man V snys AIntt 

" * JIaybe I'm as good a man as yourself, even if I'm 
not as biif aa you,' says the voice. 

*• * Tell mo where you are,' says Matt, * for I can see 
no sign o' you.' 

*' * I know you can't, but I can see you. I have my 
eyes on you, so mind yourself, Matt, an' don't stifle 
me. Just throw off a few sods from tlie top of the 
barrow, and I'll introduce you to a man that may do 
you a friendly turn.' 

** Matt then began to clear away the turf, when, all of 
a sudden, what siiould spring up before him but a lit- 
tle man in scarlet, and ho was so small, by all accounts, 
you might put him into a tibakky-box an' cairy him 
round in 3'our waistcoat pocket. But if he had any 
notion of escapiu' from the baiTOw it was out of the fry- 
in' pan into the fire with him, for the minit he showed 
his nose Mntt had him in a tight gi'ip. 

'* * I see you now, my covey, an' I've got you snug, 
an' 'twill go hard with mo if I don't get the worth of 
my money out 0' you,' says Matt. * If you have a 
gi-ain o' sense you'll do the dacent thing by me, an* 
lave me to myself.' 

** Says the little fellow : * I know you. Matt, you're 
an industrious man, and I've conje to be of service to 
pu, for you deserve it. I'm the spen-it of the bog, an* 

always do what I can for them that's worthy of my 
help. So put me down on my feet, and I'll lade you to 
where there's a treasure.' 
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"* Honor bright ! ' says Matt * Honor bright ! ' says 
the otlier. JIatt gave him las own way after that, an' he 
led the way for a few yards across the bog. Just then 
the moon began to show herself, when both o' them 
stopped all of a sudden forninst the stump of an owld 
tree. * Now stand where you are, Matt/ sa3'8, he * till 
I touch you with my enchanted wand. That's it. Now 
look into this magic glass, an' tell me all that you see.' 

"*Isee,* said Matt, *a wild black moor. There 
seems to be a fog over the land, as if there was soon to 
be a blight The few huts I see look ready for the mur- 
dering crowbar of the evictors ; the people . look pale 
and hunger-pinched, an' there's a totteriu', white-haired 
owld man with a begg^ir's wallet over his showlders; 
every stitch o' ^clothes to his back is in rags ; he is 
making his M'ay very slowly, with the help of a stick, 
alon^ a lonely road. The poor man is so wake he is 
hai-dly able to crawl. Now he's stoppin' outside a hut 
where the womnn o' the house, as poor an' troubled- 
lookin' as he is himself, is puttin' a few potatoes into 
his wallet Now he is turnin' into a boreen, an' he sits 
down under a hedge, where he ti*ies to help himself to 
what's in the wallet^ but he is too feeble almost t4") lift 
his hand to his mouth. Poor man ! whatever little 
spark of life he had awhile ago, it appears to be lavin' 
him now.' 

** * Look at him well, Matt,' says the little man, •' and 
tell me, can you call to mind who that miserable owld 
man is?' 

" * I can, I can,' . says Matt ; * for in spite of the 
wrinkled forehead, an' the fuirowed cheek, and the dim, 
«miken .eyes, I am able to recognize it as the face of 
my friend, Bryan Hogan, that worked beside me this 
very day in the bog here.' 

** * Yes,' said the other ; ' that's the ond o' poor Bry- 
an Ilogan, the empty dramer, who, while he had health 
an' strength, looked for assistance from others, instead 
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of sliowin* his independence and fttiiking out boldly for 
himself. Look at the glass again, an' tell me what'^you 
see.' 

• " * I see the thick, misty atmosphere disappearin'/ 
nays Matt *The sun is throwin' a \viu*m, goolden 
glow over everytliing that meets the eye. The gniss 
never looked greener. A smilin' countr}' opens out 
before me. The land is teeming with rich crops. I 
see cows an' sheep an' pigs «an' poultry in all directions. 
I hear the musical voice o' the thrush, the linnet, an* 
the skylark. I henr the jolly ploughman hummin' an' 
owld nitty with a liglit heart I see the hikes, rivers, 
and stn^ams alive with trout and salmon. The country 
looks as slic^siiould be and would be, if she only got 
her freedom. Instead of roofless huts, I see the hind 
dotted over with comfortable, well-built cottages. 
Now I see the settin'sun — ^'tis .^inking down behind a 
piirty little gi'een hill. At the fnt of the hill is a gnind, 
big farm-house, with every sign of comfort an' abund- 
ance. Sirtin' beside the door of tlie farm-house i« a 
snug, well-dressed owld farmer an' his wife, ami around 
then) their grown-up sons an' daughters, beside their 
rosy-cheeked grandchildher.' 

•* * Do you 4cnow the face of the owld farmer an' his 
wife ? ' asked the little fellow, 

** ' I do,' says Matt * I can see it is the Hving pic- 
ture of myself and my own darlin' Norah in our old 
age, and I can even hear myself singin' with a sweet, 
clear voice my favorite song of " Colleen Dhas Crootha 
'naMo.'" 

" ' Take this,' says the other, handin' to Matt a box 
made of b(»g oak, that he took out of a crevice in the 
tree stump. 

" ' What's this ? ' says Matt. 

" * It's a reward I'm giving you for your industry. It 
howlds goold enough for any raisonable man. While 
you have it you are independent, but don't buiy it 
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like a miser. Use it well, .'xud never refuse a helpin' 
hand to the poor and needy. If you employ it to 
spread happiness around you, you'll find the treasure 
will prove a blessing to you in your owld age.' 

" Well, sir, ever after that Matt was a prosperous 
man. He had land nn' cattle galore. Indeed, every- 
tliing went so well with him, that he soon got ti> be 
known for miles around as lucky Matt Cassidy.'' 
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!S?roth, then, you may believe me or not, but one 
week before I left tlie green hills o' Mun- 
ster I didn't have a sln'Uin' between myself and 
the blue canopy. How did I manage to raise tho. 
money? Til tell ye in three shakes of a goat's tail. 
About a year before I set sail I rented a small cabin 
and a patch o' land from one Sir Peter Skinner, and 
the same Skinner he'd skin a pavin' stone, he was such 
a scrapin' owld rogue. He charged me ten pounds a 
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rear — ^tliat^s fifty dollars of this money — for the bit o' 
land. Ah, that was the barren land when I got it; 
nothing but rank weeds and stones seemed to thrive 
on it, till I drained and dug, and ploughed and har- 
rowed, and manured it, so that at last I got it into such 
a state of perfection that the neighbors used to call it 
tlie model fai*m o' die parish. 

But mind, the expense for all this came out o' my 
own pocket — not a penny did I get from Sir Peter ; 
the improvement was done by my own labor and 
money. And as for the cabin, when I tuk it I wouldn't 
keep a pig in it; the only panes of glass in the win- 
dows wor owld hats, rags, and such like ornaments to 
keep out the blessed daylight ; before the door was 
dunghills and green water -pools. Well, I meta- 
morphosed all this, and built an illigant stone hedge 
around the place, and had the front o' the cabin covered 
with sweet-scented honey-suckle. BegoiTa, 'twas a lit- 
tle paradise in comparison to what it was when I first 
went into it. Norali, my wife, was delighted with it, 
and we thought, with the help of God, we'd pass a life 
of pace and comfort there for the rest of our days. 

One fine summer's moi-ning, after our first year 
was up, Sir Peter Skinner called on me. Seeing every- 
thing flourishing so beautifully, he says to me : 

'' Barney, you nmst have the charm o' the four-laved 
shamrock about you." 

**Why!" says I. 

" You're such a lucky man," .says be. 

^' If the sun is eheddin' his blessings on my cropSi 
Pm thankful for all favoi-s." - 
."Thanks is poor payment,'^ says he. 
. " Why, haven't I paid you the rent up to the minit t " 
says I. 

** What's a dirty little ten pounds a year for such a 
lovely placet" says he. "However, the owld con- 
tract is closed. For the future your rent will be twen- 
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ty pounds a year. If that doesn't suit you, take a 
montirs notice to find something better.'* 

** Twenty pounds!" says I. "Tlmt's double wlmt I 
agreed to jiii)' you. It was my money tluit made the 
place what it is. Twas as barren an' dry as an Aystern 
desert, till I spent my honestly earned fifty pounds, and 
worked night and day like a Turk, to make it fit for a. 
Christian to live on. 

** I don't care," says the owld thief, " if you spent a 
thousand poinids. The laud is mine, and you'll pay 
twenty pounds a year or clear out, bng and baggage. 
So, the sooner you make up your mind, the better for 
youi*self," says he, as he left the cabin, like a roariii' 
lion. 

Well, when the month was up, seein' I wouldn't 
come to his terms, he sent me a notice to quit 

Faix, it was then I determined to be even with the 
blood-squeezin' robber. The very last week I was in 
the place, there chanced to be a company o' players in 
the Town Hall. One night, in particular, they acted a 
play that suited the times to the life. More betoken, it 
was got up an' composed by a young man that was 
born in the same parish as myself — he was about ray 
own age ; the play was national to the heart's core ; it 
was called ** The Eviction," an' troth, eviction is no 
strange name in Ireland. More's the pity — there was 
a proud owld landlord in it called Lord Hardman — 
an' by dad he was hard by name an' hard by nature, 
as the saying goes. He might pass as a twin brotlier 
of Sir Peter Skinner. 

However, the people flocked from every village and 
town for miles round— you'd think it was a market or 
a fair-day to see the rush that came to enjoy them- 
selves — though an eviction in reality is no sight to laugh 
at But the way Lord Hardman got sarved out by 
some o' the clever boys in the play so tickled the peo- 
ple that they split their sides witli delight But, faiz, 
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the poor players liad to laugh on the wrong side of 
their mouths ; Sir Peter Skinner, bein' a magistrate, and 
hearin' how tlio landlord was mahreated in the pl^y, 
forbid the company the Town Hall from that out iSo 
they hud to pack uj) and lave just in the very height 
of their success. 

iJeforo they went I spoke to tlie owner of the play 
— the townsuiixn of mine I towld ye of. He wns a 
purty clever man with the pen, and as natural as life in 
the clmracther lie played. Says I to him : 

**Tlmt was a mighty fine ynllow wig and beard you 
wore last night. If my question's not too bowld, 
what might they be worth ? " 

** Oil/' says he, in an off-handed way, " niaybe a 
couple o' pounds." 

*' Only Fm drained out o' cash," says I, " I'd be 
willin' to pay double that for a loan o' them. Will ye 
be weariu' them to-night?" 

** No," say ho; "this sudden (j<*ctmont your land- 
lonl has served us with will spoil our plans for a day 
or two. But tell me, Bame.y Hra<ly, n)y owld friend, 
what in the name o' wonder do you wnnt with a wig 
and beard ! " 

** For fear ye might spoil the sport," says I, " I'll 
not venture to tell ye till the fun is over." 

** Well, Barney," says he, " you're welcome to the 
loan of them. Is there anything else I can oblige ye 
with?" 

** Yes," says I, " lend me a dacent coat." 

** Yes, or a whole suit if ye wish it Is there any- 
tiiinff else ? " 

"I'd like to bony them pair of horse-pistols that ye 
used in the play," Sciys I. 

** You can have them, but be mighty cautious how 
you use them," says he. 

" Oh, I want no powdher nor shot," says L " The 
bare sight of diem will work my oracle." 
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Well, he dressed me up there and then. When I 
looked in the glass I didn't know myself; I had the 
cut of a giutleman farmer. 

" I must leave you now, Barney, and get a side 
car to tiike mo to the railroad station, three miles from 
here, for my company starts by the next train fur 
Queenstown." 

** Can't you let the company go out" says I. 
*' And if you will wait till the 9 o'clock train, Nonili 
and me will be with you, for we mane to go to Queens- 
town ourselves to-night An' I'll be off this blessed 
minit an' toll Ilughey O'Grady to have a car waiting 
for us at the cross-road to catch the Queenstown 
train." 

" Agreed, Barney," says he ; " for there's not a 
man in Ireland I'd sooner travel with than yourself." 

I then left my friend and settled to have the cur 
ready, nnd, after giving a few instructions to Norah, 
I set off in my disguise for the mansion of Sir Peter 
Skiuiier. When I got to the lodge-gate I found owld 
Hilly Corngan, the lodge-keeper, dozin' away with a 
hlack dhudeen between his teeth. I didn't disturb 
him, but made my way up the hall door of the ivy- 
covered uianaion. Larry Lenihan, the servant, the best 
friend I have in the world, answered the bell. He didn't 
know me in the disguise, but I whispered something in 
his ear which satisfied his scruples. " Tell Sir Peter," 
says I, " that one farmer Landgrab, from the parish 
of Killemall, wants to see him about renting Barney 
Brady's bit o' land." 

Lariy and his sister, the cook, were the only people 
in the house, for Sir Peter wiis a bachelor. Well, in 
less time than I'm telling you, I was seated in what 
Sir Peter called his library — a room with a worm- 
eaten bookcase, an oak table, a couple of rickety 
chairs, and a few worn-out pictures on the walls, as an- 
cient an' ugly as himself- " What d'ye say your nam^ 
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is?" says he. "Simon Landgp'ab; Tm a cousin, 
twice removed, of Dinny Paudeen Mulcaliy's foster 
brother, Nicholas Moriarty, from the town of Knock- 
thiindownaisy/' says I. ** You look as if refreshments 
wouldn't Imnyou," says he, takin' a decanter and two 
glasses from a shelf on the wall. " Take that," says 
he, filling me a glass," it will stimulate you." 

"I hope it won't elevate me," says I, and I changed 
my voice so that my own wife wouldn't know me." 

" So you want to rent Barney Brady's piece of 
land ? " says he. 

" If you let me have it at a raisonable price," says I. - 

" Twenty pounds a year is the lowest penny I can 
take." 

" I'll give you fifteen," says I, filling my glass from 
the decanter. 

" Twenty pounds or nothing," says he. " I have 
no two prices." 

"You must have two prices," says I, emptying 
my glass, and gi-Owing bowlder as the liquor wanned 
me. 

Well, he stared at me till his nose gi*ew as red as 
a cheiTy. 

" Ye have two prices," I went on ; " didn't you let 
it to Barney Brady a year ago for ten pounds a year, 
an' now arn't you going to evict him because he won't 
pay double, after the dacent man spending fifty pounds 
of his own money on improvements!" 

"You're an impertinent villain," says he, "an' I'll 
not let you have the land at any price." 

" If you gave it for a song 1 wouldn't take it," says 
I, filling my glass for the third time. 

" Put down that brandy, ye villain," says he, try- 
ing to snatch my glass. 

" I'm putting it down," says I, empt3'ing it without a 
wink. With that I put the glass on Uie table and 
went and locked the library door. 
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** Get out of my house," says he, "orFUcall the 
police and have you sent to jail." 

" How can ve call them," says I, showing him the key. 

" YouVe a hiy;hvvay robber/' says he. 

" Pm not," says I. " but you are. Don't you rob all 
your tenants, the same as you're thryiu' to rob Barney 
ferady." 

" What d'ye want here, you gallows-bird t " say she, 
shaking like an aspen-leaf. 

" Read this," says I, taking out a bit o' paper I scrib- 
bled on in the cabin. 

" What's this I " says he, reading : 

I hereby return to Barney Brady, an honest, industrioas ten- 
ant of mine, the sum o( fifty pounds, which he spent in im* 
provements on my land. 

(Signed) 

** Whose scrawl can this be t " says he. " There is 
no signature to it" 

"Your name will do at the bottom of it," say^ I, 
" for want of a better." 

" Have ye lost your head? " says he. 

** No ; it's screwed on pui-ty tight/' says L. " So 
sign that at once, for my time is precious." 

What d'ye think, but the owld fox went over to a 
desk for his pen and ink. And when lie came back to 
where I Wiis sated he had a little silver-mounted pistol 
aimed at my head. 

"What would you say, now," says he, **if I blew 
your brains out ? " 

" I'd say two could play at the same game," says I, 
whipping out a pair of horse-pistols from my pockets 
and pointing them under his nostrils. Eveiy hair on 
his head stook up like tlie prongs of a pitchfork. 

"You're a circumventing rapparee ! " he says. " You 
're the only man that ever outwitted me," throwing his 
pistol on the table. 
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" You've told the truth for once,^ says I, picking it 
up. ** Sign that now,^ says I " and we'll cry quits." 
** Why should I sign it I don't owe Burney Brady 
fifty pounds," ** You do," says I, ** for wliat he spent 
on your land. I'm his lawyer, and these two gentle- 
men his counsellors," says J» tappin' the horse-|)i8tols, 
** and he couldn't have better legal advisers. So put 
your name to that and save funeral expenses." After 
that he obeyed me like a lamb ; he signed the docu- 
ment and counted me out ten five-pound notes — that's 
two hundred, and fifty dollars o' this money. So, in- 
stead of tliankin' him, I tuk out a piece o' rope I had 
ivith me for the purpose and tied liim hand and foot 
to the clinir, where I left him alone in his glory, roarin' 
like a bull. 

When I locked the door on him I n)et my friend, 
Larry Lenilian, in the kitchen. I gave liim some- 
thing for his trouble and told him not to heed the cries 
of Sir Peter, hut to Iceep as quiet as an oyster for an 
hour or so. He took the hint and Vent to the public 
house, while I took Norali, wlio had a travelling bag 
packed, to the side car Hughey O'Gmdy had waiting 
tor us on the cross-roads. My friend, the phayer, got 
on the same car. I thanked him for the disguise he 
lent me, and I thought he'd die with the laughin' wlien 
I towld him tlie use I'd made of it We wor on the 
train in the nick o' time, an' soon arrived in Queens- 
town, where we passed a jovial night ' The next day 
I set sail with Norah on boord o' tlie big steamer City 
of Rome. 

After a pleasant passage of seven days we arrived 
safe and sound in New York, We then went to 
Chicago, where more than a dozen relations were ready 
to welkim us — ^and hei'e you see me now, not five years 
iiv the countiy, with fifty acres of as rich land as the sun 
shines on in the Stite of Illinois. I have a snug sum 
of money m the bank, too, enough to buy out Sir 
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Peter Skinner, but I am satisfied wliere I am for a 
while. So now ye have the whole history — how I 
skinned owld ^kinner out o' my own money, and got 
my passage to America. 
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CHAFIERL 

Aye! beautiful in every clime 
Thou comosty blessed evening time; 
But nowhere dost thou gentler reign 
Than on the sliores of culm Loch Lanel 
And night-^Tliou coino8t lovelier still. 
Upon tliut land of lake and hill — 
That region which romance and song 
Have rendered sacred oft and long I 
How often have I marked the scene. 
Illumined by the lamp serene, 
Shedding its soft and mournful smile 
On Innisfttlleu's lovely isle. 

VvjEAR the Lakes of Killarney lived a 
jovial blade who rejoiced in the name 
of Pat Kislioge; he could crack a 
bottle, or a joke, or even a skull, for 
the matter of tliat — with any other 
boy in Keiry. It was Pat's delight 
to wander by the nhrine of hallowed 
Muckross, while Man<rerton, Glenna, and Turk had 
tlieir leafy banner furled, as if to keep heaven's fair- 
est work shut in from all tlie stormier world at the 
midnight hour. 

On one pai-ticular September evening Pat^ feeling 
XQore elatea than usual, determined to watch for the 
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spectre hoi-seman O'Donoliue and his white faii-y 
charger; nor has lie long to wait; for, behold, fix>ra 
over the lake, on his milk-white steed, comes O'Dono- 
liue to visit his lady's bower, and as he gallops onward 
in the midst of his fairy throng he is not a little sur- 
prised to find himself greeted by the redonbtable Pat 
Kishoge ; for Pat, too, had spirits to aid him, having' 
partaken rather freely of son»e pure mountiiin-dew be- 
fore nndertaking his nocturnal excursion. 

"Good evening, ilr. O'Donohue," cried Pat. "Be- 
tween me and you, that's a nn'ghty nate cut of a nagf, 
but I'm afeerd you'll be the death o' the poor baste if 
ye gallup her like that every night I'll go bail ye 
wouldn't be so mighty quick if your cowlt was fore- 
nint a five-baiTed gate." 

The prince smiled graciously at this sally of Pat, 
and waving his hand, he pulled up his rein oh the 
grassy margin of the Muckross domain. 

" ril ride you for a wager," said O'Donohue. 

"Troth, sir, I'd not ax for better sport," said Ki- 
•sliogo, " an' if you'll only get me a horse I'll say 
*doue.'" 

** A horse I " cried the chieftain, " you shall be ac- 
couunodated ; there is one beside you : just mount on 
the hack of that black courser, and ride with me over 
yon mountain track, and if you but stick on your nag 
and gallop with me till morning-light I'll make you. a 
presi-nt of the horse." 

"Thank you for nothing," said Kishoge; "a body 
would think the black horse was your own ))roperty." 

" Jly own property ! " cried the prince, with a wrath- 
ful frown. " rd have you to know that I am king in 
these parts, and whatever I bestow at the midnight 
hour no mortal has power to recall." 

" Your mightiness ! " cried Kishoge, a trifle confused 
by the solemn tone of the monarch, " I beg a million 
pardons." 
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"Take tlie hoi-se/* said O'Donohue, "and let us 
start, for I have lost too much time ah*eady." So, 
without further ceremony, away they rode, the hoofs 
of their steeds scarcely brushing the dew from the 
grassy turf." 

CHAPTER 11. 

And just at nine by the court-house clock. 
The urown commences to clear the dock. 

Morning arises in beauty and bloom over the lake ; 
the lark's merry carol awakes the echo — the grouse in 
the heather is calling her young — the red deer has 
arisen refreshed, and is snuffing the fragrance tliat 
breathes tlirough the air. The mists are ascending the 
cui-tained mountains, the musical rills rush down to the 
lake, no oar has yet broken the waters' repose. 

Hut where is the chief who sped Inst night on his 
milk-white steed over its surface ? Why, at the cock's 
fintt crow himself and suite descended into the prince- 
ly halls, where they immediately pai*took of a hearty 
meal. 

But where is Pat Kishoge ? To find him we must 
enter the court-house in the town of Tralce. It is just 
nine by the court-house clock. Poor Kislioge stands 
before his judges. No friend is near him to console or 
whisper comfort in his ear. Yet there he stands un- 
daunted, with liis bare, brav/ny neck, his twinkling 
eyes, his curly hair, as bold and determined as Alex- 
andiT of old. He seems none the worse since his 
midniglit gallop by the lake's grassy margin, wlien he 
vied in horsemanship with the proud Chief O'Don- 
oliue. 

There he stands charged. We need not read the 
indictment in full, whicli consists of six counts, 
amounting in substance to: "That on the night of 
September the Ist, Patrick Kishoge carried away a 
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black horse, marked on the shoulder with a brown 
spot^ from the close of Squire Mulcahy, of whom tlie 
said boixst was the propeity, and worth five pounds at 
least." 

" Are you guilty or not guilty 1 " asked the clerk. 

" Not guilty ! " cried Pat 

The trial proceeds, and tlie Crown prosecutor, after 
setting forth tlie misdeeds of the prisoner, calls Jei-ry 
McShane, who is brought and sits in the witness-chair. 
After kissing the book he proceeds with some circum- 
locution to relate how he went to a fair on September 
the third, in the town of Kenmare, where he met tlie 
prisoner with the black horse in his possession, who 
admitted that he took it from the Muckross donniin. 
After a few more answei-s in this strain the witness is 
told by the court to go down. 

There is a pause in the court — no counsel appears 
as yet to take the prisoner under his care. A couple 
of moments pass by, and Kishoge is asked what he has 
to say : 

All I have to say, your worship, is — that the hoi-se 
I stole was my own. But howld — before ye put that 
down, I have a few words more to spake." 

He then proceeded to tell of his nii(li:ight ride from 
the side of Loch Lane over mountain, valley, and riv- 
ulet till even O'Donohue's mettle was tried, and how 
at the crow of the cock the chieftain rode hon»o o.ver 
mountain and glen, leaving Kishoge in the rightful 
possession of the black horse ho had so nobly won. 
His story being done, the gruesome visage of the 
judge came like a forewarning of poor Kislioge's sad 
doom. ** Prisoner," said the judge, ** how dare you 
assume such a cloak of hypocrisy, and thus brave the 
perils that surround vou by outi-aging tlie solenm pro- 
ceedings of the law f Do you think, wretched man, 
that such stupid tales of dead chieftains and wnndering 
fairies will have weight with this court f Remember, 
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you stand on tlie brink of the grave, if found giiilty 
by the jury. You, gentlemen,^ addressing the jury, 
'^ have heard what a case has been made against the 
prisoner. Nor need I retmce the evidence given, as 
there cannot be doubt that the charges against him 
ore beyond dispute. And as liis wild statement 
amounts to nothing, you will, of com-se, find him 
g-uilty on all the six counts." 

The jury, after deliberating, bought in a verdict of 
gtiilty, reconmiending the prisoner to mercy. 
• The judge, without more ado, put on his black cap. 
" Wretched man," he said, *' the sentence is that you 
go back to the prison house from whence you came, 
tliere to be hanged by the neck till you are dead 1 " 

CHAPTER III. 

Aks! how humanity shudders to think 

On tho victim who stauds by eternity's brink! 

A solemn procession is moving along the streets of 
Tralee. There are coimtrymen dressed in frieze coats, 
old women, and rosy- cheeked peasant girls, followed 
by soldiei*s with glittering sabres and jingling spui^s. 
Poor Pat Kishoge appears in the niiddle of the throng 
— he is pale, but a meny twinkle still lurks in his blue 
eye. lie looks in the air as if he saw soniething 
unusual. He pauses for a moment, then asks for a 
tumbler of poteen to wash down tlie biscuit he has 
been eating. The crowd open their eyes and seem, 
utterly amazed as they gaze on the hero that can face 
death so gloriously. The poteen this brought Before 
quaffing his parting glass he gives his toast: 

" May the dirty spalpeen tlmtll give up his bottle, 
Dance his merriest jig with a rope round his throttle! " 

He then drains the bowl, and the procession moves 
slowly through the town. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

"The crowd ^oes nwav, ns cnntented and gay 
As if DOthing utull interfered with the pUiy." 

The Ktreets nre still, the fjitjil tn-e is reached at last 
With hainhiged brow ami fetu-reil hands the culprit 
ascendrt the rn<r<jed 8tairs. The crowd stands mute 
bch)\v. Thn calm and placid sky extends its sunlit 
canopv. The hanjjnian drawn 

** Halloo, halloo 1 *' What njeans all this confut^ion t 
Why do the people all run to and frot A horseman 
rides with li^rhtninjr rapidity as he kicks at the nides of 
his l>roken-down steed; he shouts, and his words are 
c^iught up by the multitude. *'A reprieve! a re- 
prieve!" is loudly re-echoed like the thunder that 
bursts from a tropic^d cloud. The bolt is undrawn, 
the bamlage pidled off, the prisoner comes to, having 
received but a slight squeeze, the rope is untied, and 
the luingman expresses a hope that, as Kishoge got out 
of his h-mds, he would show his gratitude by giving 
him a trifle to drink his health. 

Six lingering months have rolled over; the tranquil 
moon is once a^rain shiin'ng down on Loch Lane's 
shore, and hark ! from across the bright waters comes 
the soimd of light music, while clear above it floats 
the mellifluous voice of Pat Kishoge, for lo I a fair}^- 
ring to-night escorts him to their noble chieftam, -and 
right gladly does O'Donohue greet the merry hero. 

And to this day the hmely wight who sees the 
prince go forth to join the nu'dnioht chase on his • 
white charger beholds also honest Pat Kishoge by his 
side, and may they so continue for many bright years 
to wander by the lovely Isle of lunisfallen. 
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m tell you. Larry Dwyer, a vngabond, lived in 
these parts some time a<ro. He was a steward to the 
good oquire O'CairoU. Look, you can see the squire's 
big house from this window — there, on the green slope 
beyaQt I may thank the same squire and the Lepre- 
cbaon for this snug cottage. But to go on with my 
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Story. You must know tliat Larry was fonder of 
O'Can'oll's wine cellar than he was of work, and was 
often backward in his accounts. He grew so fond o' 
the bottle, he seldom drew a sober oreath, till the 
squire lost his teniper an' gave him his walkin' papers. 
After that he wns often heard to remark: 

** I don't envy the man that will taike my place, for 
he'll never die in his bed, if I can help it." 

Yet, for all that^ his place was soon filled by Hy- 
land ^IcDermott, an honest man. He and Larry 
often met, but Lairy would never exchange a word 
with him. 

The weakest spot in Larry's character was his love 
for Moinji Hoss, a purty creature, as much above him 
as the blessed sun is above the earth. IJesides, Jloina 
was engnged to my own foster-brother, Bagenal Healy. 

About a week bef«u-e the marriage was to take 
place Larry Dwyer called on her. 

" Moina,'' siiys he, " I ask you for the last time, will 
ye be mine! If you say no I tell you one thing: 
You'll never wed Bngenal Healy, My hour of re- 
venge is near, and I'll make tlie most of it." 

And so he did. Hyland McDermott^ his rival in 
the stewardship, was one day collecting the rents for 
Squire O'Carroll and liad to pass a lonely road near 
St. Colun)bkille's Abbey. Lairy knew this and med 
his mind up to kill an' rob poor Hyland. As night 
was creepin' on he hid hiniself behind a broken, ivy- 
covered window of the abbey. But before this, what 
do you think, but the rogue stole into my foster- 
brother's house and stole Bngenal Healy's coat an' hat 
that wor hangin' in the hiill. So my bowld Larry 
wore them at tlie abbey that night, wid a black mask 
on his face. Throth, his own^ mother wouldn't have 
known him. 

'Twas a soft, warm night; the moon was peepin' 
fi'om behind a cloud, when Hyland McDermott came 
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trippin' along the bridle ro*ad, singin' like a linnet— 
for he tuk a dhrop o' punch here an* there among the 
fni-niei's; you may imagine his surprise when he stum- 
bled up against a masked man forern'nst the abbey. 
Now, Lany was a rogue that could disjfuise his voice 
and mimic any living thing, human or inhuman ; he'd 
imitate a cuckoo, or a kangaroo, an owl in the ivy, or 
a swan on the lake. So, as he was wearin' my foster- 
brother's coat an' hat, what does he do but imitate the 
voice of Bagenal Healy. 

" As ye love the green Isle," says he in a whisper 
to Hyland, ** sta}' where you are ! " 

** Are ye a moonlighter'?" says Hyland. 
" I am a hunted Irish rebel," siiys Lany. " We 
had a pitched battle before sunset among the passes 
o' Slieve-na-Mon, where I led a party o' the * boys.' 
I was made a prisoner by the military ; they found 
out who and what I was; after a desperate fight 
with the captain I nmde my escape, but still my life 
is not worth an houi-'s purchase if I'm captured ; ni)'- 
father's door is closed against me, and 1 must quit 
Ireland to-night You don't know me in this mask, 
but I know you, Hyland McDermott" 

" That's my name," says Hyland ; " what's yours? " 
" Eveiy rock an' busb has ears an' eyes in these 
unhappy times," says Lany, " but I think I may trust 
you. My name is Bagenal Healy," says the rojifue. 

"Bagenal Healy!" says poor Hyland. "Can I 
believe my ears, and has it come to this pass with 
you, the most promising young man in the province — 
you that was to lead young Moina to the altar next 
Sunday? This shock will break the poor girl's heart 
Bagenali my boy, if I can help you, command me," 
says ha 

" Can you lend me one hundred pounds ? " says 

LrfUTV. 

** I have the rents of Squire O'CarroU's estate in my 
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)ocket; the sum total amounts to over three hundred 
)Ounds, so that I can easily accommodate you with one 
mndred out of that and make good tlie entire amount 
for the squire when I return home," 

** You're a friend in need, and I'll pay you back 
with interest,** says Larry. 

*'Bhick and white is my golden rule in money 
matters, Bagenal. I don't distrust you — it's only a 
whim of mine — the money is youi-s if you simply 
give me your 1. 0. U. for the amount as an acknowl- 
edgment. 

" Of coorse," says Larry, takin' a red-covered book 
from his pocket. Hyland took a pen from beliind 
his ear and dipped it in the ink bottle wliich he cairied 
in the button-hole of his coat for convanience. Larry 
wrote : ** I. 0. U. the sum of one hundred pounds," 

**WI11 that do I" says he, giving it to Hyland, 
when the moonlight felf on it and showed no name at 
the bottom. 

" It will do," says Hyland, " when you sign your 
name." 

" How stupid I am," says Larry, signing it and 
handing it to Hyland, who remarked that he would 
examine it after he had counted out the £100; so he 
stuck the red book in his pocket and stooped down to 
count out the money from a canvas bag. The next 
minute Larry's big knife, that glistened in the moon- 
light, was plunged into Plyland McUermott's back. 

** You'll stand in my shoes no longer," whispered' 
Larry in his ear. Then he robbed the steward of his 
money and put a couple of the notes into the pockets 
of my foster-brother^s coat, which he took off, and 
threw it with the hat and mask by the side of the 
steward's body.* 

The next minute he tried to cairy the body to the 
silver-trout stream, which flows near the abbey, but 
he hit on another plan, an' that was to alai*m the bar^ 
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racks an* the village with the report of a pistol sliot 
After the shot he used his powers as a mimic by 
making uneaithly noises that would waken up tlio 
tenants of a grave-yard. He then put the blood-stained 
knife in the pocket of my foster-brother's coat beside 
the steward, and hid himself in tlie bushes ; lialf the 
' village was on the spot in a few minutes, and a mili- 
tary officer and soiers from the baiTacks. Bagenal 
Healy and Moina joined the throng out of curiosity. 
" I wonder where that firing came from ? " said the 
officer. 

Bagenal, who was one of the first to notice tl;e 
steward lying on the cold wet grass, turned the face 
round, so that the moonlight showed him as plain as 
day who it was. " It is llyland McDermott, Squire 
O'CaiToU's steward," says he. 

The officer picked up Bagenal's coat and found the 
notes and blood-stained knife, besides a small visiting 
card, with Bjigenal Healy's name on it 

** Is there a man among you," said the officer, " by 
the name of Bagenal Heal}* I " 

"That is my name," says my foster-brother. 
" Does this coat belong to you ? " 
" Yes,** says Bagenal, " I missed it this very night. 
It mulit have been stolen from the hall. How it got 
here is a surprise to me." 

While he was spakin' the body was seen to move, 
and in a faint, hoai'se voice Hyland was heard to 
mutter: 

•* Have ye got the murderer t Hunt for , him. 
Don't let him give ye the slip. Don't spare the assas- 
sin. Don't spare him 1 " 

" What was his name ? " says the officer, bending 
down to raise the dying man's head. • 

** Bag — Bagenal Healy ! " whispered Hyland, and 
then fell to the ground like a lump o' stone. 

Bagenal was jsoon dragged away from the side of 
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his intended bride and thrown into a cowld, dreary 
jaih I followed as far as the big prison door, but it 
was soon slammed in my face. 1 don't know wliat 
put it into my head to return to the abbey to see the 
body, but the body was gone. The officers, sogers, 
and police were just as u^.uch puzzled over it as I w*a8, 
for in their huny to get my foster-brother under lock 
and kay they left the booy alone, thinking it would 
be right wliere it was till they should return with a 
stretcher to cairy it away. So they had, after a long 
search, to go back with empty hands. I was the last 
to leave the abbey grounds. On my way home I 
heard a smothered cry ; it came from the direction of 
the silver-trout strean). So I slipped down to the 
water's edge, an' what did I see but poor Hyland 
clhiging-to some slippery rocks. There was a skiS 
near at hand, so I lifted him up and put him into it. 
I then untied it, and a few strokes 'o the oar brought 
me down to the little garden that grew at the back 'o 
my mother's cabin and sloped down to the trout- . 
stream. My mother helped me to put Hyland into a 
warm bed ; he soon grew feverish and raved for two 
whole nights about Bagei\)al Healy meetin' him near 
the abbey, boiTowing a hundred i)ound8, writing in a 
red-covered book, and stabbing him in the back. 

With the exception 'o my mother no one knew what 
became o' H3'land's body. I kept the secret to my- , 
self. I had to do it, for the life o' my foster-brotlier 
hung on the words of a dying man. 

On the third night, when the steward appeared a 
trifle better, my mother sat down beside the fii'e to 
rest herself, for she was purty well jaded sittin' up 
watchin' every night I sat down beside her, and we 
talked the matter over. 

"Mother, who d'ye think stabbed Hyland!" says I. 

" D'ye take me for a witch or a Leprechaun, Cor- 
neyt" says she, and then she brought me to the 
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Window and pointed to an old rath that was built 
' about the time o' the flood. '* That's enchant**d ground," 
says she, ** and that big circular wall, tiiat was once a 
hundred times the size it is now, was the palace of an 
ancient chief, and was built in one night by his four 
wonderful sons ; well, you know the magic rock in the 
shape of a chair," siiys she. 

** I do," sax ft I. " " Jeniniy, the Slob, slept in it 
niAiiy »i iii^ht, thinkin' the Leprechaun would (ruide 
him ro wh^re they 8*iy tlie pot o' }i^oold is buried." 

**Are you wilfiii* to sleep in that chair to-night t" 
says my mother. 

**• I am, if there's any goold to be got" 

**If the Leprecliaun comes he may guide you to 
something better tluin a pot o' goold." 

"What's that, mother!" 

" He may put you on the scent o' the villain that 
was ofuilty o' this' black deed, and help you to save 
tlie life o' your fo:«ter-brother." 

" Do you think there is any chnnce o' that, mother? " 

" I do. Will you sleep iu the magic chair for 
wanstt" 

" I will. Give me my frieze coat, for the night is 
chilly. Just throw a sod of turf from the window and 
wake me up it I ovei*sleep myself," sa3's I, goin' out 
on my mission. I was soon asleep in the magical, 
stone chair, but my drames wor soon disturbed by a 
soft voice saying : 

"Merry mortal, tnie and tried. 

Slumber from you shake: 
The LeprechiUin is by your side; 
Awake, Awake, Awake!" 

I started up, and there foreninst me stood a light 
spidogue, the size o' my fist, dressed in scarlet from 
head to foot^ wid a gold -fringed cocked hat and a pair 
o' silver buckled shoes. 

" Who are y e t " says I. 
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" Mountain Dew,^ says he ; " what will you liave t ^ 

" A dhrop o' yer namesake, to begin wid," says X, - 
for my throat wjxs as dry as a lime bumei-'s wig at tlie 
time. Well, sir, in a twinkling I had a decanter o* 
the best necthar that was ever brewed in a fairy- 
distilli^ry. 

*' What is your next wish I" says the Leprechaun. 

** Show me who it was stabbed Hyland McDerniott 
near Columbkille Abbey," says I — and, would you 
believe it, before I had time to wet my whistle he had 
me by the very spot where Hyland had been waylaid. 

** There is Hyland with a canvas bag full o' bank- 
notes, and that man you see about to stab him is Larry 
Dwyer. Now, that you may be able to prove this to 
the world, you must find that red-covered book that 
Hyland has put in his coat pocket. That,** says the 
Leprechaun, ** will bring the villain to justice and save 
your foster-brother from the scjiffold." 

I tried to thank the Leprechaun, but I couldnT; 
move my lips. I felt a sensation about my head as if 
struck by a cannon ball. D'3'e know what it wast 
Faix, you'd niver guess; it was a big lump o' turf my 
mother flung at my head from the window ; it brought 
me to my senses, and I reeled out o* the magic chair 
and into the cabin. "Here is a red pocket-book," 
says my mother ; " it fell from the pocket of Hyland*s 
coat; read this writing, Corney; maybe 'twill throw 
some light on this dark subject." What I read opened 
both our eyes — 'twas this : 
' " I. 0. U. the sum of £100," signed " Lany Dwyer." 

" I have you now, my bucko," says I to myself, for 
you see, sir, he forgot he was pfayin' the part of 
Bagenal Healy at the time, an' signed his own name 
in mistake. 

I met Larry at Squire O'Carroll's, where he was 
reinstated as steward the next day. 

" Lany," says I, " I had a chat with a friend last 
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night, an' he axed me to show you something belongin' 
to yon." 

" What is it'* says Lsiixy. 

"This," says I, showing the red-covered pocket- 
l>ook. 

" \Vlio gave it to yon, Oorney ! " says he. 

" Hyland 5IcD«rnu>tt, Larry," says I. 

" YonVe jokinV says he, "for Hyhind is as dead as 
a herring." 

" He was as lively as a S5\lnion hcalf an hour ago," 
says I ; ** bnt here is a bit o' your own composition-^ 
listen to it: 'I. O. U. the sum of one hundred pounds. 
Lairy Dwyer.' You put your foOt in it when you wrote 
that, Larry ; you i)urtin(ied to be my footer-brother, 
Baigemil Henley, when you stole his coat, but your 
memory failed you when you signed your own name. 
Good mornin*." I then went to j^^et a warrant for his .ar- 
rest, but before it could be sarved on him, he had Squire 
O'Cari oil's house plundered of jewels and silver plate, 
in all valued at a thousand pounds; but he was takin' 
a jewel more precious than all, and that was MoiuiX, 
Bajrenal's inten<led bride. She was trapped by a pair 
of Larry's black-nuizzled friends, wlio were i^arryin' 
the darlin' off to a smiijrglin' lugger that was ready to 
set'sail. The alarm spread like wild-fire. When we 
reached the shore, Moina was in a small boat in the 
grasp of the two rapparees. Larry, seeing us on tlie 
scint, knew the game was up, an' pointed the nuizzle 
of a pistol at Moina's breast 

"The first man that attimpts to pursue me," says 
he, " will see this girl a cowld corpse I " 

" * With that, sir, I picked up a luinp of a stone an' 
let fly, strikfng him between the two eyes. He fell 
as flat as a flounder into the water, taking his pistol 
along with him. We soon overpowered the* others, 
and brought Moina safely ashore. Larry was dragged 
out like a drowuded nit an' lodged safely in jiul, where 
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be confessed all. Bag^enal was released an' married 
Moina. I saved Squire O'Carroirs jewels, an' he nied 
me a present of more than the worth o' them in tlie 
shape of a thousand pounds, besides foity acres o' 
land an' this cosey cottage. li viand is still the steward. 
I'm as happy as the day is long, so is the wife and 
childlier. So I have no raison to complain, even if the 
neighbors .take it into their heads now and agin to call 
me Comeyi the Leprechaun. 
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^If? ^^^"^ ^^^® * ^^^P ^' ™y finger, Aggry, what 
|i4 Dermot Dillon thinks of me. An' why 
should you care, either t At all events, I'm 
his friend. Yes, an' yours, too ; though, to judge by 
the curl o' your purty lip, ye believe I'm your mortal 
enemy." 

" In troth, Mick Hanratty, your love or your hate 
wouldn't fetch tlie price of a row of pins. Pd advise 
you to keep what little love ye have in your shriveled 
neaxt for them that wants it Don't be gostherin' with 
me. Don't ye know I'm to be married to Dermot 
next Easter t" 

" Aisther, Aggy, is it ! Shure, that's five weeks off 
yet Ye know the owld saying : 

*' ' There's many a slip 
Twixt the cap and the lip/ 

" Who can tell what may happen between now an' 
Aisther, though goodness forbid that any harm should 
overtake you or Dermot, an' that's the worst wish I 
have for ye." 

" It's not from your heart it comes, Hanratty." 

"Yes, Aggy, from my very heart's core. Oh, 
machree, the very light o' your eye an' the music o' 
your voice charms me like one o' the ffood people. 
Oh, tell me, acushla, if anything was to happen Der- 
mot, might I still hope to enjoy the sunshine of your 
enchantin' smile t " 

"Ks a. storm an' not sunshine you'll find about 

tao 
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your ears if ye use such language to me again. How- 
would you like a polthogue on your knowledge box 
with this water-pitclier in my hand t " 

" Take me life, if ye like, Aggy, an* welkim, for it 
isn't worth a tln-aneen since you're lost to me.'* 

" Then here's tlie contints o' the jug between your 
two ferret eyes I Ha ! lia ! You're now the picture 
of a drownded rat That'll cool your love, ye linipin' 
vagabone ! " 

l^he foregoing dialogue took place between Aggy 
O'Brien, 'a pretty peasant girl, and Michael Hanratty, 
a thin, hard-visaged fellow, with a ti'iangiilar face, and 
dry, bristly hair, much tlie color of and nearly as 
prickly as a withered fui'ze-brush. Mick was deeply 
smitten with the charms of Aggy, but his love, as we 
have just seen, was thrown away. 

The place wliere they stood was one of those ex- 
quisitely wild but beautiful green counUy-lanes, that 
are mostly inclosed on each side by thorn hedges, 
and Imve their sides bespnngled with a profusion of 
delicate and fragrant wild-flowci's, while the pathway, 
from the unfrequency of feet, is generally covered 
with daisy-gemmed gi'ass, with the exception of a 
trodden line in the middle, that is made solely by foot 
passengers. 

Hut to proceed. 

Aggy dipped her pitcher into a little bubbling 
brook, refilled it, stepped over a stile, snapped her 
finger contemptuously at Hanratty, and proceeded 
across a meadow toward her cottage. 

**And this is me payment," muttered Hanratty, 
shaking the water from his time-worn hat* and new 
frieze coat *' This is the cowld showlder, shure 
enough. I might as well whistle jigs to a mile-stone 
as to spake love to Aggy O'Brien ! A limping vaga- 
bone ! That's what she calls me. She even makes 
game of my poor lame fut Maybe, me proud damsel, 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



182 TUBF-FIBE 8T0BIES. 

I won't return the compliment with inte 
little di-nmes her lover, Dermot Dillon, is 
thumb this minit I have the net closin' ai 
There'll be tears an' broken Jiearts in two 
lasto before the risin' o' the moon to-night." 

A friendly tcip on the shoulder brought 
soliloquy to a sudden termination. He tur 
quick, jerky moveuient, and beheld with 
surprise the chief object of his meditation 
and handsome rival, Dermot Dillon. 

" Good morrow, Hanratty." 

" Good morning, kindly, Dermot" 

" What's amiss Mick, ye look sarious t " 

** F\«e a weight on me mind, Dermot" 

" Maybe you're crossed in love I " 

**The only love I have, Dermot, is foi 
oppressed country." 

** A man's country, Mick, is as good a I 
could be wedded to ; but this Coercion- 
passed threatens to rob us of even that lu: 
boy is only suspected now of doin' nothing 
ally he can be clapped in jail without trial o 
knowledge of his accuser." 

"Troth, Dermot, that law will go hard 
of us that's delegated here an' there, suppl; 
an' ammunition to the thrue friends of Irelai 

" Bedad, Mick, if a man is found now wit 
of a toy pistol in his possession, .he's doomed 
an' imprisonment." 

" In that case I'll be on my guard. So, g 
in' fye ; but, before I go, snake hands till ! 
ye the grip." 

"Thegi-ip?" 

" Av course, Dermot Aren't ye wau of i 

"Wan of what t" 

"The Brotheriiood." 

"I belong to no secret society, Hanrati 
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I'm friendly to eveiy man that has the cause of our 
suffering hmd at heart" 

** I love to hoar ye spake so fondly o' Green Erin, 
Dermot, an' a glorious tiling it would be if all that 
springs from the* sacred sod had the same feeling for 
their mother earth, but don't give too nmch vent to 
your sentiments, for there's a dale o' cunnin sarpents 
creepin' about the grass in these times." 

*' I know what ye mane, H«inratty. It's the in- 
formers, who swear away the lives of our bnivest 
countrymen for dirty bribe in the shape of government 
gold." 

** Whist I Dermot Spake asey. My life is in 
your hands. Shure ye won't gi' me away. You'll 
not betray me ? " 

** Betray you ? " 

** Yes, Dermot, I'm steeped to the lips in trayson, 
an' the dickens a wan in this villnge outside the 
Brotherliood knows I'm connected with that orgsmi- 
zation, an' if you only whi.spered wan word about it, 
maybe it's a short thricil an' a long rope I'd be getliii' 
as a reward for my patriotism." 

" ILinratty, you're greatly mistaken if you .think 
I'm that sort of a character. I'd rather swing from 
the gallows-tree a rebel than ride in a coach an' six 
as informer. 

"Hush, Dermot, if ye value your neck. D'ye see 
[hat peeler comin' across the meadow ? He's got his 
$vil eye on wan of us." 

" Don't be cliildish, Hanratty. Shure, we've notliiu* 
to fear in the broad daylight" 

" Dermot Dillon, you're my prisoner ! " 

Dermot turned in amazement and found himself 
confronted by a burly member of the Royal Irish 
Constabulary. 

" Prisoner ! " exclaimed DermoL " What am I to 
be arrested for ? " 
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** YouVe reasonably suspected of inciting the peas- 
antrj^ to deeds of violence and bloodshed. You are 
also suspected of having conce«iled arms stowed away 
in your cottage.'^ 

'* Constable,'' said Dermot, ** Til go wid ye quietly. 
I know it's useless to resist ; but whoever my accuser 
is, I can prove him a foul-mouthed liar on my trial." 

** I am sorrv, Dermot, to tell you : you'll not have 
tlie chance of a fair trial — in fact, any trial at all. 
You're aiTested under the new Coercion-act." 

** True, true ; I forgot that. Oh, wh{\t -will my 
poor niotl)er do while I'm in jail ? What will Aggy 
think when she sees the handcuffs on me ? — and all 
for what? On suspicion. I give ye my word, con- 
stable, tliere's no concc-aled arms in my house. Will 
ye come and search b(^fore ye take me away f " 

'•1 will, Dermot ; I'll give you every chance in my 
power to clear yourself, if you can." 

It would be aln)ost impossible to accurately de- 
scribe the sorrowfulness of Mrs. Dillon, as she saw, for 
the first time in her life, her darling son, the oidy 
solace of her declining days, in the clutches of the 
law. The cottage was searched from floor to thatch. 
At last, after many futile efforts were made to find 
anything that would criminate Dermot, a large wheat 
sack was discovered in a hollow of the wall uqixy the 
fireplace. 

" It appears, Deinnot," said the constable, " there 
was some foundation aft^r all for suspecting you." 

"Sure, ye don't think you'll find a mare's nest in 
that owld whate sack," said Dermot 

** Not a mare's nest at all, but a rebel's nest," re- 

Elied the constable, .as he drew from the sack, for 
>ermot'8 inspection, six bright steel pike heads. 
"Mother, darlin'," cried Dermot, "there must be a 
witchcraft in the house." 

We must draw a veil over the parting /Of mother 
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and son. He was denied the privilege of seeinor liis' 
affianced wife, Aggy O'Brien, and hurried off to 
Dublin, wliere he soon found himself caged within the 
grim walls of Kiluiainham Jail. 

Barely six months had elapsed after Dermoids incar- 
ceration, when the inhabitants of his native village 
. were congregated near an old stone-cross close by the 
green lane already rt-ferred to. 

A man, apparently dying from the effectsof a bullet- 
wound in his breast, was discovered at daybreak lying* 
in a stagnant duck pool. In his pockets several pro- 
cesses and ejectment writs were found. His face 
was bruised «nd blood-stained beyond recognition. 
However, when the suffering wretch was restored to 
consciousness, he was known at once to each and 
every individual as Michael Hanratty, the sham pa- 
triot^ who had of late fultilled the duties of bailiff for a 
somewhat unpopular landlord in a neighboring dis- 
trict. 

Who his assailant was remained a peifect mystery. 
He was carried on a barn-door to a neighboring cabin ; 
priest and doctor were in attendance; his dying de- 
position was in substance as follows: 

** I don't know whose hand it was that dealt my 
death-blow; no matter; I deserved it for serving the 
writ tliat caused the downfall of a big fatherless family. 
Before I meet my Heavenly Judge, I'd like to save a 
poor, innocent bov, who is now pining in a oungeon 
through my treacliery. It was myself that put the 
six steel pike heads in the wheat sack, and hid tluMU 
in the wall by the fireplace, so that Dermi>t Dillon 
miglit be sent out of the way, and le»ive a clear path 
for me to win the heart of Aggy O'Brien." 

The day following FTanratty's death, Dermot Dillon 
was a free man. Candles illuminated the windows of 
ever}' cottage, and bonfires blazed from every hill-top 
for miles around in honor of the released suspect 
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Before six months had rolled by, Dermot Dillon 
conducted the blooming Aggy O'Brien in triumph to 
the altar. At the wedding feast he quietly observed, 
tliat ^' matrimony was a pleasanter trap to ketch a 
boy with/ than the one that had been baited with the 
six steel pike beads." 
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IjOU'RE anxious to know why I call tins public 
^ lioiise the Luckpenny? It's a mighty qnare 
sign, I admits to hjmg over tlie door of a house 
of entertaimiient ; but since I find you're a man o' pa- 
tience ril rehite its history t'ye. Ye must know that 
a few years ago I managed to live by rearin' pigs, 
poulthry, an' mendiu' ditches. I lived in a taste of a 
cabin in the village o' Boirisoleigh, about five miles 
from the town of Templenjore, in the County o' Tip- 
perary. Although my name is Dennis Joyce, as ye 
see by the name over the door, yet at the time I'm 
snaking of I was niver called anything but the Suma- 
cnaun — a nickname the boys gev me bekase they fan- 
cied I'd a soft spot in my noddle ; they tpok me for a 
half-witted, poor gonmioch, on account o' my quiet 
behavior, though some o' them whispered that there 
was more rogue in my composition than fool ; but 
that's neither here nor there, an' it wouldn't be mod- 
est o' me to decide which o' them was right Well, 
between them all I had my annoyances, but Tm not 
alone in that particular, for few of us can slip through 
this bustlin' world witliout a share o* the thrials and 
throubles that's standin' like stumblin' blocks before 
us on the road of life. Among the biggest tormentors 
I had to contind with wor three bright buckos. Wan 
o' them was a fine strappin' lump of a fellow called 
Jerry Mooney; the next was a low-sized chap, with 
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a shorty thick neck on him as big as a bull's. He was 
known as Lariy Cooney. Their conipanion, Terry 
Rooney, was a raw-boned fellow, about six feet six in 
his stockin's, but he was so tliin ye unVlit elane out 
the stem of a pipe wid him. But to come to the point. 
One fine summer's mornin', in reckonin'-up my little 
stock, I missed a fat goose, a slip of a pig, and the finest 
layin' hen in the parish. In an aisy way of my own, I 
traced my missin' property to the door o' the three 
gintlomen I've just mentioned. I med no wan the 
wiser. Sez I to meself : " I'll bide my tinie, but as 
shure as the sun shines over the Divil's Bit" — that's it 
ye see from the windy beyont, that big gap in the 
ridge o' the mountain — "as shure as the sun shines 
over that," sez I, " I'll be even with my wrong-doers." 
It was Mooney tuk the goose ; Cooney had the slip 
of a pig; Mr. Rooney, the liviu' sluidow, held posses- 
sion o' me beautiful hen; wliether it was done for 
spoil or divilment, I couldn't tell ye ; however, they 
wor niver sent back to me, an' that spakes volumes 
agin the joke of the thing. No matter, tliey recom- 
pensed me well for my h>8«, not exactly accordin' to 
their own wish ; still, for all that, it suited my wish to 
a T, an' enabled me to buy out this house froui the 
owner, Jemmy Ryan, who sowld it to me for a song, 
as he wanted the ready money to carry himself an' 
family to Ameriky; but I'm tirin' ye — here, take a 
bottle o' Guinness's double X ; 'twill sarve to wet yer 
whistle, fi>r I fear me storj-'s mighty dhry. 

Xow to continue. A few months after I lost my 
property, I happened to have a fat pig ready for mar- 
xet 'Twould do yer eyes good to see him ; 'twas the 
loveliest home-fed djirlin* for miles around ; he was 
rowlin' in fat^ faix. I was afeerd the hate o' the sun 
would melt the crature on his way to the fair, he was 
80 luscious. It chanced to be fair-day at Templemore 
that momin'y so I riz bright an' early, shaved myself. 
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put on a clane white shirt an' my Sunday suit o' frieze, 
an' after breakfast I druviny gentleman along the 
road for five miles until I reached Templemore. Be- 
gorra, 'twas the finest fjiir I ever remembered. The 
town was alive with farmei*8, cattlo-dalers, an' pig-job- 
bei-s; the main street from the coort-house to the out- 
skirts of the town was lined with side-coil's an' donkey- 
Ciirts ; wan couldn't stir, the fair was so thronged with 
people an' cattle. I wasn't long before I tuk my 
stand outside a public house in the center of the town, 
an' many was the aduiiriu' glance that was cast at ray 
pig as I stud patiently waitin' for a purcluiser; an' in- 
deed, sir, I hadn't long to wait for that same. Now, 
who dy'e think my first bidder happened to be t Faix, 
if ye was gnessin' from this till Tib's Eve, an' I'm 
towld that's the day after never, ye wouldn't hit on 
the right man, for 'twas no less than Jerry Mooney, 
the schanier, who done me onto' me fat goose. 

** Dinnv .lovce," says he, "is that you!" 

** What's left o' me,'" sez I. 

"Is that your pigf" says he. 

"I'd be sorry to howld another man's property," 
sez I, givin' hiui a sly hint about the stolen goose, but 
'twas thrown away, for he didn't seem to ketch it 

"l^m'rea beauty," sez he, slappin' the ])ig on the 
back, but the only answer he got from the animal was 
a grunt. " What's your ])rice?" sez he. 

" Five pounds an' no less," sez L * 

" I'll pive you three pounds ten," sez he. 

" If ye offered four ))ounds nineteen shillin' an* 
eleven ])ence I'd refuse it," sez I. 

" Well, I'm not so um-aisonabl^ as to differ over 

such a tln-ifle," sez he, " so I'll pay ye your price." 

•With that he med his mark on the pig^s back, an* 

handed me the luckpenn}", as 'tis called. It's an owld 

custom used to seal a bargain. 

** An' now I may as well hand ye the five pounds," 
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86Z lie, takin* out a rowl o' bank notes an* givin^ nae 
my price. " Now Dinny," sez lie, " I'm jist goin' into 
tlie public bouse to meet a friend or two, so bowld tbe 

1)i;r, wbere ye are, an' Til not keep ye waitin' more tban 
lalf an liour at the fartliest" He wasn't inside the 
public house five minutes, when who should tap me on 
tlie shoulder an' wish me luck but Larry Cooney, 
the bull-necked ni])paree I suspected of havin' the little 
slip of a pig I towld ye of. " Dinny," sez he, " you're 
the U\]k o' the fair." 

*' Let them talk as they plaze ; they can't say I'm 
a rogue," sez I, thinkin' to pinch his corns about my 
stolen property; but he wasn't thin-skinned enough 
to remember how he'd wronged me. 

" Oh, it's not you, but your gem of a pig the talk's 
about," sez he. ** What'lf ye sell the crature fori" 

" Five pounds," sez I. 

** rU give ye four," sez he. 

** Ye won't," sez I, " for I'll take no less than I've 
axed." 

•* Well, r 11 not make two bites of a cheny," sez he, 
makin' his mark ; for I kep me hand over Mooney's 
mark, so that it escaped the keen eye of Cooney. He 
then gev me the luekpenny, ah' paid me the fiv.e 
pounds, axiu' me to take care o' the pig for a quarter 
of an hour while he dhropped into the public house 
to discoorse wid a fnend. Well, sir, if ye believe me, 
he'<l hardly time to cross the threshold when the 
firj*t nuin I spied staggerin' forniut where I stud was 
Teiry Hooiiey, the carcumvinter, who I towld ye had 
ais4Hl me o' my darlin' hen. He was as dhrunk as a 
lord, and could hardly manage to balance himself. 
He stumbled up agin the pig to save himself from 
8]>rawliu' on the ground. ** You're a — hie — daisy," • 
sez he, manin' the pig, who returned the compliment 
with a vicious grunt. ^* I must have that pig, Dinny, 
if it costs me a fall," sez he. 
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"It's a dacint pig, an' I got it honestly, more be- 
token," sez I,.tliinkin' he'd seethe cut I gev him in 
regard o' the hen ; but he was too dlu^unk to see a hole 
in a laddher. 

" What'll I offer for it? " sez he. 

" Five pound8," sez I. 

" It's a bargain," snys he, thryin' to make his 
mark, for he was too far gone to see the other two 
marks; in a jiffy I got tlie luckpeniiy, and tlie five 
pounds besides. He thin axed me to oblige him by 
waitin' for a few minits till he kem out o' the public 
house. Of course, I promised to take care o' the ani- 
mal ; but as soon as I lost sight o' Misther lioonoy, I 
tied the pig to tlie wheel of a jauntin' car, and didn't 
let the grass grow under mj* feet till T was back safe 
an' snug inside o' my own cabin. " Now," says I to 
meself, " I'm even with the three rogues that schanied 
me out o' me property." 

I'm towld it was mighty laughable to hear the three 
gintlemen disputin' when the/ left the public house 
as to the rightful ownership o' the (at pig; but it 
wasn't long before I found meself sai^-ed with three 
separate summons to answer the charges mod by 
three purchasers of wan animal. I was in a hobble 
an' puzzled my brain how to get out o' the law's 
clutches^ My only plan was to employ a shrewd 
attorney, an' by good luck I hit upon wan Lawyer 
Moriarty, a man with a head as full b' law and cute- 
ness as the Atlantic is of wather. 

** I'm up to my eyebrows in a bog," sez I to him, 
"an' you're the only man in Ireland can drag me out 
of it" ^ 

" Is it tnie you really sowld.the pig to tlu-ee differ- 
ent men ? " he axed me. 

" 1 did," sez L 

" An' ye received five pounds from aich I " say he. 

" Every penny of it," sez I. 
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Then you can afford to pay me a dacint fee, but 
it's Buch a sanous cliarge Tin afeerd saltpeter won't 
save ye,** sez he. 

" YouVe hiwyer enougli to get me out o' tlie fix if 
yez wish, for you're able to mtike them believe black 
IS white, " sez I. 

" If the great counsellor D.aniel O'Connell himself 
was livin', I don't think he'd be able to get you out o' 
this scrape," sez he; " however, I'll do my best To 
be;rhi, we'll 'first aiTange about the fee. As you're a 
poor num^ I'll charge ye but five pounds." 

** D'\ e lake uje for the Hank of Ireland 1 "sez I. ** All 
the money 1 had I've speculated iu a small public house 
I bont,Hit from Jenuny Ryan, that's lavin' for Ameriky 
wid his family ; but if ye consint to phide my case, I 
can numage to scrape up a pound for ye, if that'll do 
ye," 

. " It's \ery little," sez he ; " but as ye're pinched 
for money, I'll do what I can for ye. Your case is 
liopeless; still, if yoK follow my advice, we may 
triumnh. I believe you're known as the Sumachaun, 
or half a fool, throughout the ))arish ; but, to spake 
my mind, I believe, Dinny, yeVe cunnin' enough to 
keep a jail of fairies. Now, open your ears," sez he, 
•*an' I'll put you through your drill. Can you whis- 
tle!" 

*• I can," sez T, whistlin' up an' ould air called 
** Drim an' dhu dheelish, Och I why di<l ye die!" 
That's an anshint ballad, lamentin' the loss of a dead 
cow. 

When the lawyer heard it he was delighted. ** That's 
iligant," sez he. ** Oidy stick to that tune an' we'll 
win the case.. If the judge questions ye when ye 
stand in the prisoners' dock," sez lie, ** don't open 
your mouth to spake a word in your defince. Just 
whistle that song, an' yoti'll come off victorious." 

** If whistling can get me off I'll folly your advice to 
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the letter,^ sez I. And so I did. On the day o* iny trial 
the Templemore cooi1:-house was crowded to the dura 
with people to ketch a glimpse o' the strange . an' 
wondherful man who had sowld wan pig to three 
purchasers. Judges, lawyers, and prosecutors wor all 
in their places, but there wasn't a witness to spake 
agin me, barrin* Mooney, Cooney, an' Rooney, an* a 
fine jeering they got for bein' found in such a pickle. 
But the excitement was at its hoight when my turn 
kem to be questioned by the judge. 

" Did you sell the pig to Jeremiah Mooney t ^ 
axed the judge. 

I replied to his worship's question by whistlin', accord- 
in' to my lawyer's advice, the tune of ** Drim an' dJiu 
dlieelish." 

The ludge stared at me wid his eyes as wide open 
as oysther shells. Then the people laughed till I 
thought the roof o' the coort-house would rise with 
the big uproar. The crier then rapped for ordher, an' 
the court was so still an' quiet ye could hear. a pin 
dhrop. * . 

The judge's next question was: f^ Did you dispose 
of the pig to Lawrence Cooney ? " . 

I answered his second question like the first by- 
whistling " Drim an' dim dheelish." 

Every soul was in kinks wid laughin'; the judge 
looked as if he couldn't make head or tail o' me. 
When ordher was restored he questioned me for tlie 
third time by axin' if Terence Hooney bought a pig 
from me at the fair of Templemore. But all. he was 
able to squeeze out o' me was a few bars, o' " Drim 
an' dhu dheelish." 

• His eyes pierced me through an' through for a 
minit; then he riz up in his sait in a terrible passion. 
"This is frightful! Alonsti-ous !" sez he. " Now that 
I recognize the accused, I see it's the poor, witless 
creature that is known far an' wide as the ^ Suma- 
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chaun •—a soft, foolish boy, who h^is to rely on stone 
breakin', ditch-meudin', an' a few pigs an' powltry to 
ainx a livelihood. I protest, it's fearful to bring so 
grave a charge against a harmless, inoffensive, strug- 
gling, industrious boy — an innocent creature that has 
•not sense enough to open his mouth to spake a word 
even in his own defense. I repeat,"it's monstrous, and 
each complainant deserves the greatest censure for 
striving to turn law and justice into a burlesque by 
8uch a ridiculous charge. For my part^ I dismiss the 
case. ** Prisoner,'' sez he, turnin' to me "you are 
discharg^ed." 

I at once thanked his worship by whistlin' " Drim 
an' dhu dheelish." 

When I got outside the coort I tliought men, women 
and childher would go wild wid joy. They hoisted 
me on their showldhers, an' after gettin' together tlie . 
brass band, they formed in procession, an' while the 
musicians played " Drim an' dim dheelish," I was 
carried in triumph, like some great hayro, around the 
town. After celebratin' my victory, every mother's 
son o' them vied with aich other to see which would 
trate me the best The conqueror of an army couldn't 
receive a grander welkim. I'll never forget it. Troth, 
sir^ I believe a rousin' Irish welkim is warm enuf to 
put blood into the heai*t of an iceberg. They thought 
notliin' too cfood for me. I was congratulated as the 
cutest man m the County Tipperary, for they said I 
outwitted ' the three most notorious schamers that 
could be found from tiie Devil's Bit to the Giant's 
Causeway. 

When the merriment was over, my legal adviser^ 
Lawyer Moriarty, tuk me a^'ide an' whispered, '^I 
towla ye, Dinny,** sez he, " if ye did as I advised ve^d 
get oflf an' you see my words have come true ; nere 
you are, as free as a bird, and what's better, you're 
looked upon as a notability — a sort of world's wonder. 
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for circumventin* three o* the most darin* rogues in 
the barony. So now that I've won your case, ye may 
as well pay me my fee — the one pound we agi*eed 
upon. 

I squinted at him in a sheepisli manner for a minit 
or 80, put the thumb o' me right hand to tlie end o* 
me no8e, gev a sly wink, puckered my lips, an' 
whistled as softly an* sweetly as I could the beautiful 
an' melodious owld air of " Drim an' dhu dheelish." 

" Get out, you whistlin' tliief," sez he ; " don't im- 
agine that I'm to be imposed on by that owld, tinio- 
worn, unmusical air. Hand me over my fee this minit, 
and don't compel me to summons ye." 

Begorra ! I could hardly refrain from splitting my 
sides laflfin' while I fooled poor Moriarty ; but in spite 
of his rage I kep' a wry face, and left him tenrin' his 
hair an' leppin' about like a wild goat, while the only 
payment he got out o' me was the privilege of listenin' 
to an ear-piercin' blast every now «an' agin of "Drim 
an' dhu dheelish." 

When I got home I slept soundly that night after 
the day's excitement 

I was up as fresh as a daisy the next mornin', .an' 
soon had everything packed on a car reacjy to move 
into this house where we're now sittin', when who 
should I. spy scrambling over a hedge hard-by an' 
runnin' along the road as if makin' for my cabin but 
Cooney, RIooney, .an' Rooney. Aich vagabone had 
blood m his eye an' a black-thorn twig under his arm. 

" 'i'hundher an' turf," sez I -to mesel', " what'll I dot 
PU be kilt as de.ad as a pickled mackerel. Whistlin* 
won't satisfy thim boys, for they're coniin' to take the 
law in their own hands." 

I could see it was goin' to be life or death for me, 
so I had but little time to hesitate. I stepped into a 
little paddock by the cabin, where my eyes lit on an 
owld cart-wheel falliu' to decay. By good luck the ' 
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RDokes were loose in the hub, so in a jiffy I had them 
all out of it I tlien got a hazel stick I Imd in the 
cabin, as long as a pike staff. Well, wliat did I do, 
but fitted the end of the hub to the end o' the stick ? 
and when I flourished it over my head — troth I can 
tell ye it looked a mighty dangerous weapon in the 
lian^ of an angry man; I next tuk my stand by the 
horse's head on the roadside, prepared to defend my- 
8el£ 
. " There he is, the whistling swindler," sez Cooney. 

'^ Murdher (in Irish), he's like a red Injin brandishin' 
a war club,** sez Mooney. 

" What's that your swingin' over your head ? ^ in- 
quired Kooney. 

" A hub on a stick," sez L 

" Why d'ye stand in that murdherin' attitude t " sez 
Cooney. 

'^ To brain the first that manea to harm me," sez I. 
" So let him come on at wanst, whichever o' ye wishes 
to find Iiimself in his gore." 
r " Faix, I'll not be first, my buck," sez Cooney. 

"Ye may whistle till ye ketch a white black-bird 
before I go near ye," sez Mooney. 

"Can't you oblige me, Rooneyt" sez I, wid a 
ctiaxin' smile. 

" No, Dinny,"sez he, " I've too much regard for my 
Iiead to let it come in contact with a murdherin' hub 
on tlie ind of a stick." 

So I was again victorious, for bowld Cooney, 
Afooney, an' Roonejr turned on their heel an' trudged 
liiwne empty-handed, while I dhruv on to my new 
abode, this little house of entertainment, where I. 
anived without harm, th<anks to my weapon o' definse 
— rhe hub on the stick, 

\VTien I was gettin' a sign to hanff over the dure I 
wM puzzled what to name it Ail of a sudden I 
tliougkt of how I thricked the three knowin' boys out 
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o' three luckpennies on the same day for the wan pig. 

" By all that's fortunate,'^ sez I, " I couldn't have a 
better sign than the Luckpenny ! " 

An' that's what I cln-istened it there an' then. 

I soon made myself sti-aight witli everybody. In- 
stead of a pound 1 paid Lawyer Moriarty five times 
tliat amount^ for he desnrved it, an' many a time 
since I've offered to pay back the money to Cooney, 
Mooney, an' Rooney, but they'd never take a sixpence 
of it, thinkin' it would only spoil a good joke — for they 
laugh over it till this day. 'Twas a pleasant joke for 
me, for I've prospered ever since the very day I tuck 
possession o' tlie Luckpenny, 
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" What may this mean. 
That thon, dead corpse, again, in complete steel, 
Revisit'st thus the glimpses of the moon, . 
Making night hideous r' — Shakespeare. 

[0 give you my honeSt and candid opinion, I have 
very little faith in ghosts, but as we happen 
to be on the subject, I'll give you uiy experience 
in tlmt line. 

I was wanst comin' home from the fair.o' Clonmel ; 
I had two companions wid me, Phil Brennan, a pig- 
jobber, and Joe Scjinlan, a butther an' egg merchant^ 
in a small way. The night was fine, wid a briglit 
moon shining through the green leaves over our 
heads, till we could almost see to pick up a pin. But 
before we were five miles on the road a sudden 
change kem. The sky gi'ew as black as pitch, and a 
tremendous min-storm followed it There was no 
place o' shelter near at hand, so in a miglity short time 
not wan of us had a dhiy stitch to our backs. 

It was a very lonely road, with nothing but ti-ees 
on aich side of us. After we got to what we found to 
be a fingerpost, we looked to the right and could spy 
something shining like a will o' the wisp, about half 
a mile from where we stood. We lost no time, but 
went in the* direction of the light, and found to our 
U lad surprise that it was comin* from the windy o* 
Ned Aheam's tavern ; and I needn't tell ye that we 
didn't leave the gi*ass grow under our feet before W9 
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wor snugly saited beside a big, blazin, turf-fire inside 
the public house. And when we thought o' the black 
storm ragin' without, an* looked at the ruddy glow o* 
the chimney comer within, it warmed our hearts, in 
spite o' the wet clothes that wor.stickin to us, an' wid 
the help of a steamin' jug o' punch we wor soon be- 
yond the raich of a cowld. 

After that we had a fine hearty supper o* rashers 
and eggs. An' maybe we didn't do justice to it 
sooner than g^ve the house or the landlord a bad 
name. After supper we sat by tlie fireside with a few 
more travellers that put up there for the night like 
ourselves, and wor amusing themselves before going 
to bed, telling stories about Leprechauns, phookas, 
banshees, an' such like. At last wan o' them says : 

"Now, neighbors, if it is plazin' to yez, I'll tell yez 
a ghost story." 

" A ghost story, indeed," siz another o' the company, . 
that looked like a scholar from Trinity College. He 
had a pale, boyish face, with large, starin' eyes, and 
a head o' long hair, fallin' down his showldern, as 
black as the ace o' spades. *' Ghost stories," said he, 
givin' a melancholy smile, "is fit only to amuse chil- 
dher — ^and tell nie truly, did any o' ye ever see wan t 
No, trotli, I'll engage not Can any man in this 
room stand up and honestly say that he believer in 
such nonsensical pishrogue I " - 

" Don't let your tongue wag so fast, young gintle- 
man," said a white-haired man wid sun-burnt faytures, 
and as he stood up he looked as tall as a g^ant, and 
as straight as a pike-staff; he had the very cut of an * 
owld veteran. "If you're too ignorant to believe in 
ghosts," siz he, "that's no i-aison why you should 
insult the rest o' the company by.sucn remarks as 
you're just after makin'. Now, for my own part, I 
believe in such things, and I'm neither afiraid nor 
ashamed to own it" 



Digitized 



by Google 



200 TUBF-FIBE ST0BIE8. 

"llien, all I can say is/' siz the young scholar, 
'^ that you look owld enough to have more sense in 
your noddle.*^ 

" What ! '' siz the veteran, gettin' into a passion ; 
" d'ye mane,** siz he, " to dispute the words of a man 
owld enough to be your father ? " 

" It doesn't signing a rap to me," siz the scholar; " if 
ye wor as owld as the hills." 

**0h, neJghboi-s, d'ye hear this young sprig of 
impudence t Now, listen to nie, my fine young dandy. 
ril wager a ten pound note that I'll make you say. 
you've seen a ghost before I've done wid ye." 

" Ten pounds ! " siz the scholar, *' I liaven't that much 
money about me; if I had I'd soon take up 
your challenge, but maybe some o' the rest o' the 
company will take you at your word." 

** That's a mane way to slink out of it, after all yer 
brag^gin' awhile ago. Now, listen, all o' yez," siz the 
veteran ; " I'll bet I can tell this clever young man 
what he's thinkin' about, and if tliat doesn't satisfy 
liim, I'll make him admit to yez all that he has seen 
a ghost** 

"This is all the cash I have," siz the young man, 
tlirowin' a five-pound bank-note on the table. " It's 
my last five pounds, but I'm willin' to stake it that 
j'ou can do no such thing." 

"And here's five more on top of it," siz I, coverin' 
liis money wid the five sovereigns I made at Clonmel 
tliat day. 

" I'll not be behindhand, eitlier," siz Phil Brennan, 

euttin' down his three wan pound notes, the whole of 
is day's profits. 
"I'll not be outdone, either," siz Joe Scanlan, slapp- 
in' down the last thirty shillin's he had in tlie worla. 

"Is there anymore! " siz tlie owld veteran, givin' a 
dhry grin as he threw tlie corner of his eye at the pile 
o' gold an' silver on the table. " Well, there, that 
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Will cover all,** siz he, puttin' down a i-oU o' notes on 
the table. **And now, neighboi-s, just watch how 
soon I'll put this young man through his dhrill.^ 

'* Now begin,^' siz the young scholar, " an' tell what 
Tm thinkin' of." 

" Bedad, I will, and' I hope 'twill plaze ye,** siz the 
veteran. " But first, look at me sti-aight in the eye 



that's it. Now you want to know what it is you're 
thinkin' about !'.^ 

*' I do," siz the scholar. 

** Listen, then," siz the veteran. 

" I'm all attention," siz the youth. 

.**Then, this is what your mind is on," siz the 
veteran ; " you're thinkin' about your bosom friend 
and schoolmate, Dan Doolin ; he that sailed for Au- 
sti-alia three years ago. Am I right ? " 

** You are, troth," siz the scholar, turning as white 
as a sheet *' What are ye goin' to do next!" sez he. 

*' Keep your eye on me, an' you'll soon leai'n," siz 
the veteran. 

Stridin' up to the door that led into the landlord's 
kitchen, he then tuck out sometliing like a match an' 
struck it on the bowl of his dhudeen, an' in a jiffy 
there was a big cloud o' smoke round his head tliat 
hid his face entirely. 

** Now," siz the veteran : 

'* Turn your head, an' look at me. 
An' tell your neighbors wliat yo see." 

*'I see," siz the scholar, "a heavy mist forninst 
me." 

** Don't move," siz the veteran, striking another 
match, an' that minit there was anotlier cloud o' 
smoke of a lighter shade tlian the fii*st. ^' Now, then," 
siz the veteran, 

*' Spake the truth and have no fear; 
What you see lot others hear/* 
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** I see something like outlines or the figure of a 
man, but the mist is too thick to discern the face.'' 

"Once more," siz the veteran, striking a third match, 
an* all of a sudden there was a bright, golden cloud 
around the door where he stood. 

" Now," siz he, • 

*' Penetrate the golden light — 
Convince, all here that I was right.'' 

" What d'ye see now t " 

" I see," siz the scliolar, with a terrible cry, " my 
poor friend, Dan Doolin, tliat lost his life three yeai-s 
ago in the Australinn bush. Yis, friends, it is tlie 
ghost o' pqor Dan. Don't take him from me ; let me 
eyes rest on him. Dan — Dan — he's* goin' — he's 
goin' — he's gone— poor Dan DooHn is gone ! " 

And the next minit the young scholar was stretched 
on the broad of his back on the tavern floor in a fit, 
wailin' an' moanin' like a banshee, an' twistin an' 
twinin', till we thought every minit would be his 
last. 

" I'll soon bring him to his sens^^s," siz the vetera-n, 
wid a jeerin' laugh. 

" Get up, ye poor, tremblin' spidogue," siz he, 
puttin' the scholar on his feet. ^'You thought to 
defy an' expose an owld man to the contimpt o' the 
whole house to-night^ but you see how nately I've 
turned the laugh agin' ye." 

^' Howld him, friends, don't let him out o' the 
house," siz the young man ; *^ he's a conjurer. Don't 
hinder me; let me at him ! " 

And the next minit he had his gi*ip on the veteran's 
jieck and dnigged him up and down the room and 
around the table like a madman. But the cute owld 
veteran, in spite of his years, was too quick for him, 
far he gave wan lep over the table an' darted out 
tbnnigh the door o' the tavern like a two-year-old. 
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But the young scholar was soon at his heels, and away 
the pair o' them flew, pell-mell, through the thick 
woods, in the dead o' the night Such an excitin' 
chase was never seen before nor since; but the 
strangest part o' the story is that both veteran and 
scholar disappeared that night and were never seen, 
either o' them, from that hour to this." 

** And still, said I, " you say you have no faith in 
ghosts!" 

" Neither I have; for the pair o* schamin* robbers 
swept every coin off the table before tliey took leg- 
bail, and left me a poorer man that night by five 
pounds. Phil Brennan bid good-bye to his three 
pounds, and Joe Scanlan never handled wan far- 
thing of his thirty shillin's. So that the thimble- 
rigging vagabones got safely away wid neai-ly ten 
f)ounds for their night's divarsion, an* I suppose wor 
afHn' in their sleeves, thinkin' how clanely they bam- 
boozled us, wid the help o' Dan Doolin's ghosL 
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I^NE pleasant evening in the latter part of May, 
^5 Tom O'Can'ol, a young tenant fai-nier, was 
' r seated under a fragrant hawthoni-busli beside 
hia wife Mary, near the outskirts of tlie picturesque 
village of Kilmany. 

In a charming green vale, some fifty yards from 
where they sat, were the whitewashed walls of the 
roofless cabin they had once called tlieir home. It 
WAS tlie old| old stoiy ; rack-rent had done its work. 
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The bailiff Imd served the writ of ejectment The 
landlord's understrappei-s, better known as the crow- 
bar brigade, had performed theii* ** lawful ^ duty, alas, 
too well 

The result was, tliat poor Tom O'CiutoI and bis 
wife and four little ones were left to the charity of 
their neighboi*s, without a roof of their own to cover 
them. 

** Mary, A suilish maclu-ee, I could still battle with 
the world nfyself," said Tom, " but what is to be- 
come o' you an' tlie weeny wans, the cratures?^.' 

" We needn't complain Tom, agra, while life and. 
strength is left us; besides, the kind-hearted O'Shaugh- 
nessys has offered us shelter and the bit an' sup, till 
heaven sends us soniething better in its own good 
time." • 

" Ah ! Mary, my jewel, you had ever an' always 
the same hopeful, lovin' word ; though the landlord 
has robbed us of house and home, the thief couldn't 
sUile your bright smile, miivourneen, and while that 
ray o' comfort still shines like a ))urty star fur me an' 
the childher, I'll not ffive up the struggle. So, in the 
name o' goodness, I'll stiu't for Dublin bright and early 
to-morrow morniu'. It goes ngiu me to luive to do it, 
Mary, for it will be the first time we parted since I 
called ye my own darlin' wife. 

'^ An' what is it that puts Dublin into your head, 
Tom, dear?'' 

^* It's all on account of a quare dnime I had, Mary.** 

" A drame ! " exclaimed his wife. 

" Yes, indeed, acushla. It may appeal* strange t' ye, 
but I had the same cmibus drame for the laxst three 
nights." 

" Is it possible t An' ye never to wld me of it before. 
Howanever, it's not too late; so let me hear it, Tom, 
an' maybe I'd be able to advise ye." 

** I'll tell ye as neai* as I can all I remember of it 
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Well, then, for three nights I had the very same 
dmrne. I thought I was diggin' wid a spade in the 
little garden at the back of our owld cabin, forninst 
the apple tree, and after throwin' up three spades full 
o'the soil I felt a tap. on my right showldher, an' when 
I turned my eyes round, what did I spy but tlie figure 
of H man I often giive a male's mait to wlien he was 
living. An' wlio do you think it was, Mary!" 

" Why, then, who, Tom ? Tell me, for I'm only a 
poor hand at guessin'." 

"Why, the last man you'd think of, Mary. 'Twas 
poor, owld Mick Keegan, the potato- beggar, thougli 
lie's gone to liis long liome, rest his soul, for it's just 
three years since he died, isn't itt " 

•* It is, Tom ; but tell me, did he si)akfe t'ye t " 

"He did. * Tom,' said he, *you*war a true friend 
o' mine while I was livin', and now, poor fellow, that 
you're in sore need o' help yourselif, I'd like to show 
my gratitude for the helpin' hand you often held out 
to the poor potato- beggar. Go, then, with all speed 
to Dublin, and when you cross Carlisle bridge walk 
• straight up Sackville Street, till you get to Nelson's 
Pilmr, fominst the Post-office. Station youi-self near 
the pillar and wait there until a tall, strange man 
spakes t'ye, an', if ye have a little patience, you'll larn 
something that will help you out o' the hobble you're 
in at present.' " 

U ith that he left me, and the next night I had the 
self-same dmme, and last night, for the third time, 
what d'ye think t but I dramed the whole thing over 
again, word for word, exactly as I towld it to you 
now. So I've made my mind up asthore to ti*amp it 
to Dublin and thry my luck to-mon^ow momin'." 

" Well, it's a mighty good omen, I think," said his 
wife, " and maybe, after all, you might do worse than 
obey the advice o' the poor potato-beggar. So, don't 
"let me be a hindrf(P9^ to you, dwr." 
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For tlie remainder of the evening Tom's wife 
evinced a liglitnoss of spirits which she had not felt 
since the day of tlieir eviction ; even Tom was less 
depressed than usual and employed himself in making* 
such arrangements as he knew would occasion liis 
family to feel the inconvenience of lu's absence less 
acutely, for according to their view a jouniey to 
Dublin was a serious undei*taking. 

On the following morning O'Carrol was up befoi^e 
daybreak. So were his wife and children. Whea 
breakfast was ready they all sat down in silence; 
every face was marked by the traces of want, sorrow, 
and affection. The father attempted to eat, but couKl 
not His wife sat at the meal, but could tiuste nothing. 
The children ate, for hunger at that moment was pre- 
dominant over every other sensation. 

At length it was over, and Tom O'Carrol rose to 
depart. He then turned to his family, cleared Iiis 
throat two or three times, but could not utter a word. 

" Mary, machree," said he at length, " sure, when I 
think o' your fair, young face, your yellow hair, your 
lightsome laugh, and your step that'ud not bend the. 
flower o' the field, it makes my heart bleed when I 
think of the state I've brought you an' the little crea- 
tures to." 

** Tom ! " exclaimed his wife, " my mind is changed 
in regard to this journey to Dublin ; how can ye travel 
all that distance, an' you so worn an' wake, wid tho 
trouble'you've liad since the day of our eviction t Give 
up the thought of it, agra, an' maybe happier times 
will soon come round again." 

The children crowded about their father and joined 
their entreaties to those of their mother. 

"Father, don't lave us; we'll be lonesome if ye go, 
for who will take care of us if anything was to happen 
to you in the big strange city, so far from them that 
loves you." 
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" Indeed, Tom,** said his wife, " there's sense and 
reason in every word the childlier says to you ; sure, 
you won't go now, darlin*, will you I " 

'^ I must go, Mary, acuslila. My mind is made up, 
for it cuts me to the heai*t to look at your wasted faces 
and think it's beyond my power to lielp yez." He 
then kissed them one by one, and pressing the affec- 
tionate paitner of his sorrows to his breaking heart, 
implored Heaven to bless them all, and set out for 
Dublin in the twilight of a mild May morning. 

On the third day ai'ter his depaiture he re<'vched the 
Tnetix>polis, dejected and toil-wom. He was soon 
directed to Carlisle bridge (which is better known to- 
day as O'Connell bridge, having been recently im- 
proved and named after the great liberator). 

" I am on the right road at last," he muttered, *' and 
a weaiy thramp I've had for it. Faix, that must be 
Nelson's Pillar," he continued, as he wended his way 
up Sackville Street " YesJ ti'oth, there it is, as plain 
as a pike staflF, only a tiifle bigger — ^and there's the 
post^ffice, too, so 1 Ciin't go astray, at all events ; if 
tlie rest of my dhrame turns out as plain I won't have 
my journey for nothing. Meeliii, nuu'dher ; but Dub- 
lin is a great place after all. Look at the string o' 
fiide-cars an' covered cabs; beffoira, this fcikes the 
shine out o' Kilmany by long clialks. Well, here I 
am at last fonu'nst the pillar, where I'm to tike my 
post an' wait till some wan spakes to me that manes 
me welL" 

Tom accordingly stationed himself by Nelson's 
Pillar and followed out to the letter the insti*uctions of 
liis dream ; it was dusk before he left his post 

•* Well, I think it's tinie now," he reraaiked, "to 
look after a mouthful to ait and a bed to lie in for the 
night I'm tired standin'. I've stood by the i)illar 
for five long houi*8, an' not a friend or 8ti*anger has 
even said boo to me." 
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He suceeded in finding shelter for the night in a 
cheap house of entertainment in Middle Abbey Street 
His second day's vigil was almost a repetition of the 
first, being equally as fmitless. He had changed his 
hist shilHng. 

On the evening of the third day a cold, sorrowful 
weight Iny upon his lieart Tlie din of the crowded 
tlioroughfare de^idened liis aiBiction into a stupor; an 
overwhelming sense of liis disappointment entei*ed like 
a bai'bed arrow into his heart ; as he remembered his 
Mary and tlieir children, large tears of anguish, deep 
and bitter, rolled slowly down his cheeks. *' I have 
done my jooty,^ he exclaimed at letigth, as he quitted 
his post with a heavy heart He, however, had 
walked but a few ste))8 when a till stranger accosted 
him, S2iying he had noticed him standing near Nel- 
son's Pillar for three days and was curious to know 
whnt his motive was. To which Tom replied that it 
was all on account of a mighty sti-ange dream lie 
had. 

** Ah, my dacent, honest man, I pity your simplicity. 
YouVe from the countiy, I percaive.'' 

" I am, sir," said O'Carrol, " an' I only wish I was 
safe back again, for I would soonerbe lookin' at the 
green glens, the big mountains, the purty lake, and the 
ruined round tower smothered in ivy, where I was 
born, than upon all the noble buildin's, pai*ks, and 
monuments in this grand, rich city." 

*' And so you came here over a silly dream!" said 
the stranger. 

" 1 hat's exactly what tuk me here," replied Tom. 

" I am sony," said his interrogator, ** you hadn^t 
something with a stronger foundation. If I nad heeded 
dreams I might have proved myself as great a gom- 
moch as yourself, for it was only the other night I 
dreamt I was in a small garden that once belonged to 
an evicted small farmer, one Tom O'Carrol by name. 
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The place in my draine was Kilmany, a village some- 
where in tlie South of Irehind. I was told tliere was 
an apple tree in the giirdeii, and if I dug three spade 
fulls o' clay Td find an old wallet stuffed with gold 
and bank notes." 

" Thank you, sir,** said Tom ; ** indeed, then, dranies 
always go by conthniries, as tlie sayin' is, aa' for the 
future I'll not pin my faith to them. Good evenin' to 
ye. I've a long road to thravel, an' as the moon is 
i-isin' I'll t<ake advamtnge of its light; bannagh lacht!" 

Tom having thus abruptly parted company with tlie 
6ti*}inger, immediately reti*aced his steps, and, as he 
himself put it, " I'didn'tlet the grass grow under my 
feet till I got snug back to Kilmany an' felt a new m.in 
when I spied the blue smoke curlin' up from the chim- 
ley of the house where 1 left Mary an' the weeny 
wans You may be sure, I didn't lose much time then, 
before I found myself diggin' wid a spade beside the 
apple tree in the garden. An', judge of my surprise, 
when after I dug three spadefuls o' the soil to find 
every word o' my drame as true as the sun. The 
stranger I met in Dublin, his drame, as he towld it to 
me, W31S as true as my own, for there in the hole I dug 
was the wallet, which I knew at a glance, for it was 
wanst the property of owld Kecgan, the potato-beg- 
gar, the man I often gev a bed and a male to. Well, 
when I tuck up the wallet, to my joy I found it 
stuffed with goold an' bank notes. There was a 
tluifle over a thousand pounds in the same owld wal- 
let, long life to it." 

Tom is now a prosperous farmer, and of course has 
good grounds for attributing his success in life to his 
extraordinary dream. 
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CHAPTER. I. 

" I lay in unrest — old thonghts of pain^ 

That I struggled in vain to sniotner, 
Like midnight spectres haunted my brain. 

Dark fantasies chased each other ; 
When, lo ! a figure— who might it bo ? 

A tall, fair figure stood near mo I 
Who might it bo ? An unreal banshee ? 

Or an angel sent to cheer mi ? ^'^^Clarence Mangan. 

?|iij^ORACE Fitzgerald was a young man of noble 

%^ bearing, well grown and finely proportioned. 

One 8ultiy day in July lie was wandering near 

the ed^e of a wild glen, accompanied by Maurice 
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Malone, his faithful foster-brotlier. ^faurice was more 
advanced in years and of a much humbler chiss in 
society. 

** Arrahi Horace, dear, but this is a contrairy workl 
entirely,'' said he, as lie seateid himself on a fragment 
ot rock at die young man's feet " Who would have 
thought your own brotlier, Redmond, would have been 
the first to turn agin ye t No matter, ai*oon, ye have 
the ould blood in you, and though I'm only your poor 
foster-brotlier, Td'die for you and folly ye over the 
four quarters o' the globe if I thought 'twould make 
you happy," 

" Poor Maurice," sjiid the youth, "you are as fond- 
ly devoted. to me ais if 1 were the heir of the Fitzger- 
alds instead of a disciu'ded younger brother." 

•* It cuts me to the heart, agi'a, to see a fine, college- 
bred gentleman like you without a guinea to ciiU your 
own, while your brother, that less deserves it, is rowl- 
in' in riches. But, sure, if ye'd only take my advice 
an' go up to the owld * Wishing Stone ' beyant in the 
SHeye-na-mon ^fountains an' dlu'op into a quiet doze, 
who knows but maybe you'd have the luck to di-ame 
o' the * hidden treasure.'" 

** Maurice," exclaimed the young man, ** I've been 
dreaming all my life — it's quit^ time I awoke." 

** Awoke, is it If " exclaimed Maurice ; '* you that's jiist 
as wide awake as a weaseL Why, there isn't a better 
shot, a finer hoi*seman, or a purtier dancer in Tipper- 
nry than youi-self ; and who Ciin aquil ye wid the pen t 
Sure, sir, tlie purty book of poethry ye got printed in 
Dublin a few months ago is the fireside talk of every 
cabin and mansion in Ireland. Eveiy word inside its 
covei-s has a charm that bewitches rich and poor ; an' 
there's not a ballad-singer in the sti-eet« o' Dublin City 
tliat hasn't picked out a sowl-stining air from its sweet 
pages. An' you tell me its only dramin' ye wor all 
your life | 
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^' Fsiix, TTorace, if my simple knowledge box would 
turn out such illigant music by dramin' I'd be williu' 
to lie down an' sleep till I lived to be as owld as Kate 
Kearney's cat Dramin', indeed ! No, Horace, but I 
only wish ye would dmme. M«an alive, aren't ye the 
seventh son ! an' that's luck, as everybody knows. 
Now, if you'd only lay your head on the * Wishing 
Stone' on the seventh day of the seventh month, as 
the morning comes alone out of the dark twelve of 
midnight — ^for mornin' drames, as the world knows, are 
always the truest — if ye only do th^t, I'll wager your 
eyes will be opened in your sleep, an' you'll drame o* 
the * hidden treasure.' 

" It's a pleasant place, sir, close to the boreen ye 
cross when ye go shootin'. They say a white doe 
comes once a year to drink at the strame fomtnst tlie 
cross-roads." 

" I know the * Wishing Stone' well, Maurice, " ans- 
wered young Fitzgerald. . 

" Well, maybe you'll thry your luck there for 
wanst" 

" I'm afraid, Maurice, the experiment would be in 
vain ; however, I'll think about it" 

" Don't think at all, Horace, but go to sleep and 
drame — to-morrow is the seventh day of the 'seventh 
month, an' if ye do as I ask ye, who Knows but it's up 
to our eyes in goold and silver we'd be before this day 
week" 

Horace Fitzgerald was a bright-hearted, clever fel- 
low, full of intelligence and talent, which from many 
causes had lain fallow ; the associations of childhood 
bound him to the spot where he had been bom. 
Slieve-na-mon, the giant-headed mountain, which was 
the weather-glass of all his excursions, was also his land- 
mark when far away from home, and the moment he 
saw its peak rising from amid the clouds, he shouted 
as if to an ancient friend. 
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Making some excuse to get nd of his faitltful foster-', 
brother, Horace wandered throiio^h what was now only 
the brash wood of a forest which had been for centuries 
the pride of liis ancestr}'. As the evening gathered in, 
he threw himself on the gi*ass, beside the stream where 
he had tlirown his first fly and after much patience 
Iiooked his first trout For ninny hours he reviewed 
the past and was only roused from his reverie by the 
gathering of a thunder-storm. It must have been near 
inidnight when he left the cottage of an old game- 
keeper where he had taken shelter. Peal after peal of 
thunder rolled through the heavens, and lightning 
played the most fearful pranks around the peaks of 
Slieve-na-mon. As Horace stood for a moment sur- 
veying with aching eye the hill and dale of his favor- 
ite haunt, he thought he saw a white doe rush into 
the glade in which the ** Wishing Stone ^ had lain for 
centuries. Prompted by the instinct of a keen sports- 
man, he rushed after it. And surely he could not be 
twice deceived. The creature paused and looked back, 
and then darted forward as before. Of course, he fol- 
lowed, but still more strangely lost sight of it exactly 
Tvhere the " Wishing Stone " was sheltered by a pro- 
jecting rock that was overgrown with every species of 
wild-flowers and fern. The sky, cleared of every 
vestige of cloud by the past storm, was one canopy of 
blue, starred by the countless multitude of unknown 
i^orlds. 

An unaccountable stupor arrested his steps ; he pas- 
sed his hand over his brow in vain ; by a violent effort 
he sprang over the bubbling brook, but it seemed as 
though he had entered a charmed circle ; nothing 
could exceed his drowsiness ; the air was warm and 
perfumed ; he tried to keep his eyes open, but in vain. 
At last, completely overcome, he sank beneath the 
ithelterof the rock, his bead restmg on the ^^ Wishing 
Stone." 
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CHAPTER II. 

'' Though years liavo rolled since then, yet now 

My memory thrilling lingers 
On her awful charms, lier wjixen brow. 

Her pale, translucent fingers. 
Her eyes that mirrored a wonder-world, 

Her mien of unearthly mildness. 
And her waving raven tresses, that curled 

To the ground in beautiful wildness.'' 

Mangan. 

But, however much overpowered when he laid 
down his head, Hortico Fitzgerald declared he found 
it impossible to sleep when once fairly i^esting on tlie 
moss. Gradually a veil of mist^ soft and trtansparent, 
descended from the brow of the overhanging rock, 
and curt;iined him round about By degrees the 
mist folded itself in such gi'aceful, ever-moving dra- 
pery around his couch, as if invisible hands airanged 
and rearranged it for his enjoyment The forms so 
busied became outlined in the most delicate tracery — 
transparent, fmgile things they were, as they mingled 
togetlier in fantastic movement, and the last taoop 
that gathered round him looked at him witli earaest 
eyes, in which there was an expression of the deepest 
interest, as though tliey knew the past and would fain 
direct him as to the future. And, soft as the wln'sper- 
ing of the south-wind, questions were breathed into 
his ears which he had not the power to reply to. At 
last, after the moon had sunk, and the stai*s disap- 
peared, one of tall, majestic stature for a fairy ad- 
vanced to the young man's side and bent the wand 
she carried in her hand over his eyes. It looked at a 
distance like a silver rod, but lie found it was only a 
line of light, and it gave him power to see all things 
contained in the secret vaults of his family. He./ 
looked there, but saw nothing except heaps of bones, 
round which the cerements of the gi'ave mouldered, 
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with here and there a jewel or a chain of gold or a 
stray white pearl, but no "hidden treasure." His 
wandering spirit, shuddering, returned to its dwelling, 
and was grateful to be again with the fields and 
flowers. 

"No hidden treasure there," murmured the fair 
lady, and again the wand of h'ght passed over his 
eyes. After which he found himself traversing the 
secret passages of a rude fortress, encountering nothing 
save headless arrows and time- worn battle-axes. Ho 
still pushed onward, for his love of gain had roused 
him to exertion ; but no hidden treasure appeared. 
Fatigtied and worn by disappointment, his spirit came . 
back, as it were, to his breathing home, ana then the 
fairy smiled and said : 

" Seek beneath the waters." 

And the wand again did its behest ; but fruitless 
was the search beneath the lake. No hidden ti*easure 
was there. 

" Out upon all dreaming," he exclaimed. " No one 
but a simpleton would listen to such old wives' tales — 
and I to be such an idiot — ^and these misty phantoms 
to deceive me so, making such sport of my credulity." 

" You have a hidden tre<isure still to seek," said tlio 
lady of the wand ; •* but you would not seek it where 
it lies, until your mind was disabused of its false 
hopes." 

As the fairy spoke, her foinn changed, and she be- 
came a creature of such infinite light and life, that 
Horace felt as though he could h<ive worshipped, 
while listening to the music of her voice. 

" Why," she continued, " should you seek without 
for hidden treasure, when your hidden treasure is 
within, when every true feeling cherished into action, 
runs as a silver stream at your command ? When 
tlie lever of intellect, fixed to one purpose, can do what 
it wills. Oh, that men would but render the homage 
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due to Him who gave, by using well the gift I 
BehoM!" 

And 8he circled his head with a wand of h';rht, find, 
as it were, the "hidden treasure" of the refined grold 
and jewelled wortli, heaped up nud stored away in icHe- 
ness within the secret recesses of liis own mystic 
frame, were hiid bare unto himself His astonishment 
increased at their magnitude ; he had no words to 
express his womler at their immensity; he could not 
comprehend why lie hud not before turned his eyes 
upon his inner self. 

** See," she continued, while waving her wand 
around him; **8ee you not these treasures, hidden no 
lon<fer, waiting but to be used ? ^I'he source of wealth 
and station, pf>wer and imh-^pendence to youi'self, and 
of good to all within and far beyond your sphere. 
These are the hidden treastnvs of " 

**Och ! Horace, jewel. Horace, avick ! don't blame 
me. I couldn't, 'pon my word, sir, I couldn't help it. 
Seein' ye looked so continted and wid such a bright 
smile on your face, I knew yom* drame was a «ro<"»d 
wan. Only the sun shouldn't touch the dramer's lips, 
for if he does he spoils the dranie intirely. So that's 
why I disturbed ye, and to-night, plaze goodness, 
we'll fetch a pick an' spade an' dig the treasure up." 

**Not quite so soon as that, Maurice," said the 
dreamer. *' Though trea.sure we certainly shall have; 
sound, healthy treasure in abundance." 

"Of course, Horace, didn't. I always tell ye that, 
an' always stuck to it, even while ye laughed at me, an' 
made sport o' my good advice. Maybe you believe 
me nowt" 

. ** I do believe you, Maurice, for the truth has been 
revealed to me as jjlain as daylight" 

"An' why, Horace, is it }Ouhave no wish to get 
the treasure up to-night? " 

" My treasure, my dear foster-brother, will come 
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with time — it is not buried in the earth, but is abroad, 
living, breathing. I feel it now.'' 

**Ocli, nmsha, munha, only listen to this/' muttered 
Maurice ; ** faix, I'm afeerd them thieves o' fairies only 
kern on purpose to stale away the poor boy's seven 
sinses." 

But Maurice was mistaken, for his foster-brother 
had found his senses with the hidden treasure, and a 
few years of perseverance jwoved that trutli may be 
•found even on a Wishing Stone. 



>* 






Digitized 



by Google 



% 



¥ fairs 




*' O'er the mountain, through the wild wood. 

Where his childhood lovrd to play, 
Where the flowers are freshly springing, 

There I wander day by day : 
There I wander, growinsr fonder 

Of tho child that made my joy. 
On the echoes wildly cuUinjx 

To restore my fairy boy.'* — Lover. 

T^ILLINEY Hill is eifrht miles from Dublin. On 
its summit is a conspicuous obelisk, whence tlie 
traveller may enjoy a rich reward for his toil in as- 
cending the mountiiin in the diversified prospects of 
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sea and land which this situation commands. Henca 
may be seen the bays of Dublin and Killinev, the Is- 
lands of Dalkey, Ireland's Eye, Lambay, and the penin- 
sula of riowth. Near the base of tiie hill, to the right, 
is Mount Druid, a niansicin so named from a much ad- 
mired antiquity, called the Druids* Temple. 

But I do not intend to give a history of Killiney, nor 
even a description of it or of its neighborhood. My 
sole business .at present is witli a certain Widow O'Re- 
gsm and her only oflFspring, Eermot, who formerly took 
up thdr abode in a neat thatched cabin, near the foot 
of the hill in question. 

Dermot was a pale, delicate, yellow-haired boy, 
with a crooked back. He was nicknamed the '* Chan- 
geling" by some of the peasantry. Others would call 
him tlie ** Faii-y Boy,** in consequence of the reports 
which luad been circulated far and near that once, in 
tlie dead of the night, when the Widow O'Regan had 
gone into the garden to draw a pitcher of water from 
the well, the cradle in which her child lay sleeping had 
been n>bbed by some thieving sprite of the mountain, 
and the mortal bal)e witched away in exchange for the 
disproportioned Dermot i 

The poor youth's lot was indeed a hard one. He 
was shunned by young and old. His mother, whom 
.he loved better than his own life, was the only friend 
he had in the world She, in return, prized him as her 
souVs jewel, for her lone boy's loneliness made him 
more dear to her than the apple of her eye. Often 
would she press her lips to his pale forehead with the 
warm glow of love wluch none but a mother can ever 
know. 

Some sixteen Summers had passed over; yet the 
fragile boy would never present himself at the wake, 
tlie fain or the bridal, for he dreaded the thoughtless 
ones who delighted to jeer and make sport of his shape- 
less bacL His chief source of amusement was his loved 
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harp, for Dermot was a minstreli and often sought the 
seclusion of the dingle and cavemed dell, hoping to 
coninuuie with the viewless inhabitants of the fairy 
mounds and haunted ratlis. Nor was he always alone 
in liis sequestered retreat, for Una Mc Bride, the fairest 
of Wicklow's daughtei's, night by night, had heard iiis 
exquisite strains with that pure delight which the 
tuneful melody sometimes awakes in the souls of the 
young ; but Dermot as yet had never seen the angel 
face of Iiis fair admirer. One calm auturan-eveniiig 
Una, who had become pretty familiar with the bard's 
favorite haunts, set out as usual, imd with noiseless 
step succeeded in reaching the shade of the spreading^ 
boughs of an old oak-tree, where he was engaged in 
playing one of Carolan's famous old aira. She could 
not resist the n)instrers power, and so she continued 
to listen and love, and might have died ere her love, 
was known but for a strange accident The harper 
had barely concluded the enchanting melody, when 
with death-like face and flashing eyes Una McBride 
sprang wildly from her place of concealment and fell 
like a corpse by the side of young Dermot 

A famished wolf in his nightly prowl had followed 
her, but before he reached his intended prey young 
Deruiofs arm was dyed in the monster's blood, for his ' 
harp wjis cast aside, and his hunting knife buried deep * 
irf the fierce brute's heart Again and again the keen- 
edged bhide was stoutly plied at its deadly work, till 
at last the savage wolf lay prostrate on the blood-em- 
purpled heath. 

Dermot's next task was to offer what aid he could 
to the affrighted maiden, but as he approached the 
fainting form and gazed upon the peerless face of the 
beauteous Una, an agonizing pang of withering dread 
chilled him to the heart, and, with streaming eye, he 
exclaimed : '* Why should an object of contempt, such 
as I am, distuib the angel. She'll awake too soon, too 
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soon, to loathe and scorn me." There is an anguish 
wliich no words can utter. It must be felt wlien the 
solemn knell of hope rings sadly out, leaving its vic- 
tim worse than death — despair I Such grief was Der- 
mot's. Mope died within him, and iie was desolate. 
Tears, burning tears, the first manhood ever shed, rol- 
led down his pale cheeks. Presently, however, a nja- 
jfical change came over him, for Una having regained 
her consciousness, a voice fell upon liis ear as sweetly 
clear as the entrancing strains of his own harp. Again 
the rose-like blush mantled her cheek, while in her 
eyes of blue sparkled combined love, gratitude, and' 

From that hour Dennot was an altered man. His 
mind was ever haunted by his own graceless form. 
Morning, noon, and night he sought the shade of the 
woodland dells and glades, where legends had told him 
the all-potent Leprechaun was to be found. His face 
was haggard; his neglected hair hung matted on his 
back ; a fearful light flashed from his sunken eyes. 

Un.i^s love for her preserver grew more devoted as 
his wretchedness increased. Yet the poor harper, mis- 
taking her 4»ifection for mockery, as he gazed upon her 
fair face would sometimes strike his breast as if seized 
with a sudden pang and rush from her presence like a 
maniac, wending his way to the thicket and the dell in 
quest of the kind fairy by whose power his uncouth 
form was to be exchanged for one of perfect beauty. ^ 

It was a beautiful summer-evening that fell on Kil- 
liney, but Dermot, who found himself alone on the hill- 
side, felt sensations veiy different from those which 
miglit result from the beauty of the scence. Before 
he had reached the base of the mountain the sun had 
long since been hidden from his eyes, so that he was 
left almost in utter darkness. The struggling light of 
the moon, however, suddenly revealed to liim a strange 
. spectacle* It was the figure of a dwarfish creature, at^. 
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tired in scarlet from top to toe, seated on a moss-cov- 
ered stone, within the shadow of what appeared to be 
a species of tower. The little fellow seemed to be 
busily employed in hammering away upon the sole of 
a tiny brogue. 

** By all that's fortunate/' muttered Dermot, "Fve 
tracked him at last — it's the Leprechaun himself.'' 
Trembling with bewilderment and awe he cautiously 
groped his way to the enchanted spot. Meanwhile the 
fairy, who happened to be in a pleasant mood, trolled a 
roundelay of nierry verses, marking the timeupon the 
sole of the shoe. But to liis dismay, an exclamation 
of delight from an unexpected quaiter, brought his 
song to an abrupt conclusion. For Dermot, having 
advanced softly on tip-toe dexterously whipped the 
little shoemaker from off his bench and held him tip 
triumphantly between his forefinger and thumb, as he 
cried exultingly: 

" Ha^ liH, you're mine, mine at last. I have you 
tight, my little man." 

** You're right you have," replied the captured 
sprite. ** Still, it might bft better for yourself if you'd 
let me loose, Mr. Dermot O'Regan." 

** Do you know me t " 

" Of course, mv man. You're mad with love.** 

** Imp," cried t)ermot^ " you have the power, I am 
told, to bestow beauty and wealth upon me," 

'* And suppose I have. Why should I waste my 
precious gifts on a creature like you ?" 

** That I may win the heart of fair Una McBrida" 

" A modest request, indeed," said the sprite. " And 
what is to be my reward for such a favor? " 

** Whatever you ask," replied Dermot " My very 
life, if you desire it." 

"Well, Dermot, I'll not deny you, for nothing 
would • please me better than to befriend a musical 
genius, and I know there's not a harper fit to compete 



Digitized 



by Google 



224 TUBF-miE STOIllES. 

with you in the four provinces, but reflect a moment 
before you make a ratili bargain. Kemeaiber that 
fairy-gitts are things that good men fear." ' 

"I fear nothing but the h>ss of Una's love," cried 
Dermot. ** Keep me no hkuger in suspense. Strike 
this vile blemish from my back, give me a form fit to 
grace tlie noblest knight, and riches, that I uniy feel 
myself worthy to claim Una for my witW 

"Tis done," Stiid the sprite. "You are now 
changed in ft>rm and face, and here fix your gaze 
upon the woihl's master — gohl, yellow gold. It is 
yours.^ It will buy you all — all but the pure love of 
a woman's heart. Go now without dehiyto Una, and 
should she consent to be your bride when she sees 
the knightly plume waving on your brow, call to 
mind my warning — her heart will prove as fickle as 
her face is fair — but should she reject you, meet me 
here agjiin to-morrow night when the n)Oon rises." 
'Huis Siiying, the fairy-shoeniaker plunged into the 
thicket, and was sotm lost to view« 

Dennt^t's sudden transformation, uistead of hasten- 
ing the fulfilment of his s<ml's dearest wish, proved 
to be his greatest stumbling block. Una was so ut- 
terly astounded at the daring intruder, as she termed 
him, when he spoke of marriage, that she disdainfully or- 
dered him to go about his business, little dreaming that 
in the person of the courtly knight her W(u*ds of scorn 
were addressed to her own Dermot. And no wonder, 
for his own mother failed to recognize him. Voice, 
form, feature, all were so marvelously changed that a 
-single glance at his mirror convinced him of the diffi- 
culty he would find in attempting to prove his iden- 
tity. His vows of affection and fidelity, uttered with 
a volubility in strange contrast with his former bashful 
hesitancy, were thrown away upon the indignant Una. 

^' Begone, sir,'' cried the astonished girh ^' I deem 
it no knightly part that you should bend your knee and 
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speak soft accents of constancy and truth, seeking' 
with com\tle8s gold to back your peijiired vows* Let 
your homage ceauso, sir knight. I'll hear no more ! " 

With these words she hurried out of the room, un- 
lieeding the efforts made by Dermot to detain her. 

**Am I then rejected I ^ he murmured. . ** She 
spurns me. My love, after all, was but an idle dre^im, 
and for tliat dream I must forfeit my eternal welfare." 

In spire of himself Dermot could not help feeling 
struck with the warning that was given to him on tlie 
night before by the Leprechaun: 

** Should she consent to be your bride when she sees 
the knightly phune waving on your brow, her heart 
will prove as tickle as her face is fair.'* 

Accordingly, after sunset, Dermot set out to talk 
the matter over with his mystic patron of Killiney 
Hill. 

" Take back your gift«," he cried ; ** they have been 
my curse. The knightly wooer was derided where 
once the wretched hunchback was dearly loved — 
take back your gold and return to me my former 
shape." 

"'Tis done," said the sprite. *'You are changed 
again. On your brow Isee once more the glorious 
Hues of thought — the vivid mind, which fairy gold 
could never purchase. Why did you repine! No 
jewel was brighter than your deep blue eye. Your 
back, 'tis true, is warped, but your maidy heart is the 
stronghold of honor. Did you think that outward 
show alone could stir the passion of pure lovet Be- 
lieve me, Dermot, that one kind action, one mem- 
ory of a good deed done, the utterance of a single 
word, but fiiintly whispered, will rivet chains which 
last till death. You have within you a mightier power 
to gain your ends than ever fell from fairy lips- 
Return at once to Una. You need have no fear if } ou 
trust in virtue's power." 
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What more need be added ? Why sliould I dwell 
longer upon Dennot's suit ? ^ The magic spell of love 
bound heart to lieart ; contentment blessed their union ; 
and for many hnppy veal's no couple in the ronmn- 
tic County of Wicklow was more respected than Una 
McBride and lier fairy boy. 
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''Ob, come, my mother, come away across the sea-green 

water; 
Oh, come with me and come with him, the husband of thy 

daughter. 
Ob, come with us, and come with them, the sister and the 

brother, 
Who, prattling, climb thine aged knee, and call thy 

daughter, — mother. " 

D. F. McCarthy. 

^^WEN McNulty was a poor Donegal cottier. He 
\l/; lind H large family, whose subsistence was 
almost entirely dependent on a few goats, 
heifers, and sheep, which his landlord jrrudgingly per- 
nutted to grnze on the wild mountain-side. Tiietown 
of Donegal lies in a hollow among lofty hills, with 
lakes and fine old trees to enrich the scene. The ' 
ancient castle of the O'Dormells, and the bridge 
ncross the strejmi flowing out of Lough Esk, are 
objects of special attractirjn to the traveller. The 
River Esk issues from a lake iibout three miles in 
length and one in breath, hemmed in by Ross Moun- 
tain and other steep ridges; it then trtkes its rapid 
course through a ravine, between the high slopes of 
Barnmoor and a heathy precipice on the oj)posite bank ; 
to the north are Loughs Esk and Mourne, and to the 
southeast the celebnited Lough Derg,with its island 
covered with ruined chapels. 
.One line summer's morning, just at day-break. 
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Owen McNulty was seated smoking his pipe outside 
a little cot, which stood fiicing the bay. The sun was 
rising gradually above the lofty headland, the dark 
sea was getting green in the light, and the mists, 
clearing away, went rolling and curling like the blue 
wreaths of smoke from Owen's pipe. 

** It's little I ever dreamed that we'd be forced at last 
to take a farewell view o' the grand owld scenes be- 
fore aettin' out to wandher among strangers in a far- 
oft' land," said Owen, taking the pipe from between 
his lips, and looking toward the distant ocean, which 
lay as still and tranquil as an unruifled lake. At that 
moment an old man, leading an ass and car loaded 
with butter, egOT, poultry, hams, and other commodi- 
ties, approached McNulty's cottage. 

** Good morrow, Owen," he cried, as he brought the 
ass to a stand still. 

"Good morrow, kindly, Phadrig," said Owen. 
" You're off to the market bright and early this fine 
morning, I see." 

*' Yes, in troth, Owen, I*m thrying to make a little 
hay while the sun is shining — but tell me, Owen, is it 
true that you're bent entirely on emigrating with 
your little family over the says!" 

"True enough," replied Owen ; " our passage is paid 
by my eldest son, Owen Roe, who is now in New 
York followin' his thrade as a builder, and it isn't the 
first money he's sent us, may heaven bless and spare 
him." 

"An' when will you be goin', Owen ? " 

"The steamer is to sail in five days from this, 
Phadrig." 

" In five days, then, I'll see the last o' my owld 
schoolmate an' friend. Oh, but it's hard Owen, when 
we come to think over it ! Dhriven from the cottage 
that was built by your ancestors two hundred )'^ear8 
ag0| and merely allowed to remain in it for a few 
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weeks, with the miserable privilege of * care taker/ ^ 

" Sure, can't you see the g-arne o' Government, ninri 
alive," said Owen. "Its hobby is to drive the whole 
o' the tenant farmer class out of Ireland." 

" Of course, I see it, Owen, avick — they'd like to 
chanofe the agricultural system to o.ne of grazing." 

" Begorra, that's it in a nut-shell, Pliadrig, Their 
plan is to transmogrify the land into a big cattle ranch 
to supply the English nmrket^ Faix, they're nmkiii' 
a purty clane sweep of it in h'eland nowaclays, and I 
don't know wl»at wc^'d hcive done at all, at all, if it 
wasn't for our darlin' Owen Roe. Only for the money 
he sent us, there was nothing but the work-house starin' 
us in the face, and poor Margaret, the crature, and 
indeed, myself, would sooner lie down and die in a *- 
ditch, than cross the threshold o' such a place." 

*'But sure, your brother Hugh, he that has a snug* 
place of his own at Glenveigh, or Glen of Silver 
Birches, I'm towld he offered to find a comfortable 
place there for you and the family." 

** And so he did, Phadrig." 

" Well, if I was in your shoes,- Owen, I'd lep sky- 
high at such a kind offer. The Glen o' Silver Birches 
is a purty spot, and 'tisn't Fuch a wonderful distance ; 
it's in the county, at all events, an' I think it 'ud be a 
dale better for you than to brave the wild ocean with 
your younor family." 

*^ To spake the truth, Phadrig, the McXulty blood 
is too proud to be under compliment to any one, even 
their own kith an' kin ; an nobody but myself knows 
how sorely it grieved me to receive a helpin' hand 
from my poor boy, Owen Roe, for, I'll go bail, he 
has to struggle hard enough for what he earns in the 
New World, where he is." 

"The owldest boy you have at home is Dinny; 
isn't he too young to work yet ? " inquired Phadrig. 

" He's not yet turned fourteen," said Owen. 
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" Troth, it makes me wondlier what you'll do in a 
foreign country with a lielplesjj family. If you take 
niy advice, you'll settle down witli your brother Hugh 
at Glenveijfh, instead o' crossiu' tlie Ath^ntic. You'll 
be able to eaiTi the bit and sup with him, but you're 
not, maybe, too sure o' tlnit where you're goin'." 

" I've put all my hope in Owen lioe ; he's our pride 
and mainstay; he lias brought us tlu'ough many a 
bitter trial, and I know he'll not fail us this time." 

" But suppose for a minit," said Phadrig, •* though 
may Heaven prevent it, that anything was to happen 
to Owen Roe t" 

" Happen to Owen Roe, the apple of mine and his 
mothei^'s eye f Don't put such an unpleasant question 
as that to me, Phadrig, I couldn't bear to think of it 
If anything was to happen to Owen Roe, I know that 
my days wouhln't be many in this world." 

** Indeed, Owen, without bim you could do nothing 
there — for you have no trade or call in' you could 
turn your hand to, bnrrin' fishin' or farmin', and I'm 
afeer^ that 'ud be of little or no use to you in a big 
city like New York." 

•*Our passage is paid, Phadrig, and Owen Roe ex- 
]>ects us, so you see by that there's no choice for us 
but to emignite. And if it is heaven's will, before this 
day week, I'll be on the broad Alan tic, many a long 
mile from ould Donegal." 

Owen JIcNult}', like many a poor Irish emigrant, 
left his native land under the illusion that the far-off 
land of his hope was an Eldorado. Xor is this so 
much to be wondered at, when we consider that he 
Lad received many a glowing account of the fair land 
of Columbus from his own son, the veiy core of his 
heart, as he endearingly termed him, added to which 
he- had substantial evidence in the form of generous 
reoiittances. 
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The letters, however, containing such remittances 
seldom spoke of the hai*dships with which the money 
was earned. 

It is indeed a melancholy fact that the dark side of 
the picture is too often concealed. 

Owen Mc Nulty's sliort but sad career in the "Land 
of the West" is thus briefly summed up by his young- 
est son : 

"The night before we put our foot on American soil 
was calm and beautiful. As my father and mother 
and the rest of us ^ot on deck to breathe the pure air the 
moon was just rising from the breast o' the ocean, and 
it throw a strame .o* goolden light over the waters tliat 
made the evening look like open day. When the 
weather is fine the difference between the deck and the 
stifling steerage hole is wonderful — ^it is like new life 
to a man. 

"As we stood on the promenade deck, watching the 
shining waters, my father spoke to my motlier in a 
voice soft .and tender, while tlie tears glistened in his 
eyes. His tiilk was all about the little cottage in Done- 
gal, with its woodbine trailing over the door, and his 
mind kept going back to the many pleasant honvs we 
often passed together under its roof and by its snu^ 
and cheerful fireside. Then again the subject would 
change, and his cheeks would flush as he would men- 
tion with pride and pleasure the grand qualities o* 
my eldest brother, Owen Roe, and the joy tliat wjxs 
in store far us all when we would behold him the next 
day in New York. 

"It was nine oVlockthe next day when we got into 
Castle Garden. We waited for hours and made in- 
quiries about Owen Roe, for he informed us in his last 
letter that he'd be there to meet us and have a com- 
fortable place prepared to take us to. We asked 
every one we met about him, but no one seemetl to 
know anything concerning him. We felt very lo\v-' 
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spirited and worn after tlie sea voyage, but still we 
waited patiently^for tlie best part o' the day, yet could 
see no siorn of Owen Roe. What wns to be done? 
My fatlier^s last shilling was spent. We were strangers 
in a strange countiy. Night was coming on, and we 
were beginning to lose heart entirely, when a well- 
dressed, honest-looking man stepped up to my father 
and spoke to him. 

" • Is your name Owen Mc Nulty ? ' said he. 

"*It is,' said my father. 

"*Have you brought your family with you?' said 
he. 

^ "'Look at the cratures; here they are beside me, 
sir,* sjiid my father. 

" * Tm veiy sorry for you and your family, for I 
haven't the best news to tell you. Of cours<% I need 
hardly ask if Owen Roe Mc Nulty from Donegal was 
your son.' 

"Oly son ?' said my father ; Mie is my son, and 
•though I say it my selt,, there never was a nobler son 
belonging to the owld stock than the same Owen Roe, 
the pulge o' my heart' 

" * He was a credit, sure enough, to the rare he came 
from,' said the stranger, * but life is uncertixin, and the 
best and dearest must part' 

'* * Part ? What d'ye niane ? ' said my father. * Sure- 
ly, sir, I hope there is nothing wrong witli my son — ' 

" * I intended to break the subject to you as soft, and 
gentle as I could,' said the stranger, * but 1 find it ini- 

SRsible to keep it back from you any longer. Owen 
>e, your son, poor fellow, met with a sad accident a 
fortnight ago. He bad been employed as ^ builder on 
some scaffolding in the upper part of this city. All 
went well that day till the hour of quitting, but as he 
was about to return home, the plank upon which ho 
was walking gave away, and he fell some twenty feet 
to the groundi coming in contact with a heap of stones. 
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He was taken to the liospital, and, after lingering in 
great pain lor a few day», he died a peaceful and happy 
death. Y4>ar name and his motlier's were the last 
words on his lips.' 

** When my fatlier h<^ard this he wasn't able toppeak 
a single word ; he gave one loud, mournful cry and fell 
to the ground like a stone. And u\y motlier was near- 
ly distracted ; but it would only pain you to go over 
the whole story; I'll hurry to the end of it, for I never 
like to dwell on it It was heart l)re^»king to think that 
poor Owen Uoe, with all the bright visiims he used to 

f)icture to us, was doomed after all to lie down in a 
onely grave, so far from his own, gieen land. My fa- 
ther and mother could never hold up tlieir heads after ; 
'twas useless to hunt for employ uient My father could 
nothing but rave about Owen Roe and the owld hills 
of Doi»egal and wish himself back, to be laid at rest 
beside his ancestors. 

** So that in two months after we landed, with the as- 
sistance of a few kind friends of Owen Roe, we found 
ourselves on our way back to Irehmd, where we set- 
tled down with my Uncle Hugh at the Glen of Silver 
Birches. And from my own short experience of an 
emigrant's trial I would sooner live at home on pota- 
toes and salt than the fat of the land abroad. My fa- 
ther was never the same man after losing Owen Roe, 
and in lesis than three years he was sleeping in the lit- 
tle green churchy ai*d iu the Glen of Silver Birches." 
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tt^n the town of BalUmore the Petty SeRsiong Court 
;A^ w«8 quire recently the scene of a somewliat re- 
markable case. Ned Nally, the defendant, was 
the son of a small farmer. On being dragged before 
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the magistrate he was charged with the extraordinary 
Clime of liaving whistled jeeringly and maliciously at 
one of the crown-functionaries, in the person of a 
Btal wait member of the Royal Irish Constabulary, 5\ 
guardian of the peace, whose unquenchable thirst led 
him ' into many a ludicrous breach of discipline. 
About a week previous to the trial in question, Doolit- 
tie, for such was the cognomen of the injured police- 
man alluded to, had partaken too copiously of that 
.world renowned beverage known as Guiness's Bottled 
Stout, and, as a natural consequence, his unstinted 
libations added not a little to the zig-zag peculiarity of 
his gait, as he patrolled his accustomed beat in the 
exercise of his official duties ; in short, to use the ex- 
pressive phnise of an ^ye witness, Constable Doolittle 
was ** terribly mulvathered." 

On making his way to the outskirts of the town 
he W{is obliged to pass through a very narrow street 
with a row of cabins on either side. Near the end of 
the street stood the National School, from which, as it 
happened, the boys and girls of the parish were just 
returning to their homes, so that Constable Doolittle 
soon became the observed of all the observei's, Ned 
Nally among the rest 

"Och, boys, will you look at that?" cried Ned. 
" There's a purty sights the big swaggeriu* Doolittle 
as diu'unk as a piper. Whisht I mm'dliQr alive! he'll 
be in the green duck-pool." 

" Look, look ! he's in as sure as fate," roared another, 
" if he makes one false step." 

" There ! there ! " shouted a third. '* Ha— splash ! 
bedad, he's done for. He's on the broad of his back, 
as flat as a flounder ; let us fish him out, boys, or he'll 
be smothered alive, for that's not a very wholesome 
shower-bath he's tuk." 

" He was always a dirty big Turk, the vilyen," said 
Nally, "an' he nchly desarve^ a Turkish bath — au' 
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faix, he's got it tins time without the cost of a penny.^ 

The luckless Doolittle, having become partially 
sobered by his sudden immersion into the malarious 
waters of the duck-pond, was not slow to realize tiie 
ridiculous position in which he was placed. Indeed, 
he looked as if he would rather have sacrificed a whole 
yearns pay than be compelled to run the gauntlet of 
the jibes and jeers of the merry, fun-loving, light- 
hearted bovs and grirls that surrounded him. 

He lost no time, however, in emerging from the 
noxious pool into which he liad unwittingly thrown 
himself. 

Having safely landed, he cut a rather sorry figure in 
his soiled uniform, and as he endeavored to straighten 
liimsulf up he was greeted with a boisterous roar of 
laughter. 

"He's on his pins again, boys," cried Nally, as the 
policeman began to retrace his steps and proceed 
towards the barracks. 

"I know you, Neddy Nally, my young shaver," 
shouted Doolittle, turning quickly and wielding his. 
baton threatingly, " an' if ye have any more chat like 
that ril run ye into the barracks." 

Shouts of bitter laughter and nmtterings, sent forth 
between the clenched teeth from the crowd, rendered 
this speech almost inaudible 

"How grand he is wid his big club," yelled an 
urchin, " he desarves an extra stripe, but, bedad, it's 
on his back the vagabone should be gettiu' it." 

" Whistle up the Peeler's March for him," observed 
another. 

"That's the chune, boys," broke in Ned Nally. 
" Harvey Duffs the proper music for Doolittle, so puck- 
er up yer lij)s, every mother's son o' ye, an' serenade 
the peeler wid a shrill blast of his own melody." 

The command was no sooner given than two hun- 
dred merry whistlers did ample justice to th^ tune of 
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" Harvey Duff," which is a sort of satire upon the an- 
popuhir members of the Royal Irish Constabubiry. 
It is somewhat simihir t4> the bacchanalian air called 
" Drank A^raiii," and to wljicli, as a matter of courKe, 
Constiible Doolittle, in liis present t«>psy-turvey con- 
dition, wjis admirably adapted to keep time. 

The whisth'ng chorns was ])rolonged by the incor- 
ri<rible youngfsters, until at length the biu'ly defender 
of hiw and order, losing all self-control, rushed like a 
furious bull, with his mighty trunclieon uplifted, and 
charged the crowd, striking out indiscriunnately right 
and left, tlierebv caiij^ing a grand stampede. 

To crown his efforts, however, lie succeeded in 
making one arrest, his victim proving to be no other 
tlian our young friend Ned Nally. 

In due course of time Ned was brought to trial. 

"Well, Ned, my boy," said the maofistrate, "you were 
always a well-conducted youth. Why are you here ? 

"Tliat's a poser I can't answer, your worship,** re- 
plied N(-d. **I was broujrht here by Mr. Doolittle, an* 
I think lie had mighty little to do when he brought an 
honest, man's son here on an em|)ty charge." 

** How is this, consUible?" said the magistrate. 
"What charge have you to make against this boyf ^ 

"Well, your Honor," said Doolittle, "it's a veiy 
sarious wan " 

" Don't believe him, your worship," interposed Ned. 
"The charge is more comical than serious ^" 

"Silence, prisoner!" said the magistrate. "Now, 
officer, proceed with your charge." 

" Well, then," said Doolittle, " I charge the presner, 
Ned, or Edward Nally, wid whistlin', yer Honor." 

" Whistling ! " interrupted the magistrate. " Surely, 
you don't consider whistling a grave offense t " 

" Under sartin conditions, yer honor, I look upon it 
as a most traisonable offinse ." 

" Be more explicit," said the magistrate. 



Digitized 



by Google 



238 TUBF-nBS 9T0BIES. 



" I charge the presner, yer worship, wid bein* the 
ringlader of a gans^ o* young rapparees who insulted 
the dignity o' ue utw in the person of wan of its rep- 



resentatives.** 



" Who is the representative you allude to t " asked 
the ma^trate. 

"It's mvself, yer worship— Constable Doolittle, 
your humbfe sarvint — and the oflBnse was the whistlin* 
o' that jeering chunOi so obnoxious to the ears of every 
respectable mimber o' tlie constabulary — an air that 
has traison in' every bar of it — ^'tis called ' Harvey 
Duff/ j-er honor.** 

" * Harvey Duff! * tfli, indeed! Prisoner,** said the 
magistrate, "just whistle that strain again, if you 
remember it, so that I may be enabled to judge for 
myself as to its trefisonable qualities.*' 

Ned, who perceived at once that the magistrate was 
in a quizzing humor, was only too glad to comply, 
but before he had time to finish the air every man, 
woman, boy, and girl in the crowded court-room was 
convulsed with laughter. The criers of the court 
having restored order, the magistrate with an assumed 
air of gravity proceeded : 

" Constable, was that the air of the rebel production 
to which you allude t ** 

" Yes, yer honor.** 

"Were you sober when the alleged offense was 
committed i ** 

" As a judge, yer honor I ** ' 

" That's a mintake, your worship,** cried Nally, 

"A mistake!** 

" Yes, sir, an* I*d like to jog his memory.*' 

" Go on, Ned, refresh his memory if you can." 

"I will, sir. He's just after tellin* yer honor he 
was as sober as a judge.** 

*• Yes -** 

" If he was sober, your worship, how was it he kem 
/ 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



AN lUIsn WHISTLE. ^39 

to fall into the green duck-pool and ^at nearly 
smotlieredf Don't believe liiin, sir, for at the time o' 
the whistlin' ho was as dhrunk as a lord," 

** Have you any witnesses, Ned, to corroborate 
what you say f " asked the magistnite. 

** I have three o' thim here in tlie coort Tliere's 
Mick Lawlor, Dan Callaghan, and Pierce Joyce. 
They can prove tljat he wjis in the public house o' the 
Wolf-Do^ dhrinkin' like a fish fur more tlian an hour 
and a half. He med a dozen bottles o' Guinnesn's 
disappear while he was there, to say "nothing o' sun- 
dhry noggins o' hard stuff; so if he was sober after all 
that he must have a jn-etty level head, ver Worship." 

The three witnesses already named having testified 
on oath as to the truth of Ned Nally's statement, the 
youthful prisoner was honorably acquitted. 

** Constiible Doolittle," sai<l the niagistrate, '*I shall 
make an example of you as far as it lies in my power 
to do so. The removal of such men as you from the 
police-force is necessary in order to prevent the temple 
of justice from becoming a by- word and a scandal." 

"Long life t'ye." cried Ned. **I wish all the Irish 
magistrates wouhl t^ike a le«f out o' your book. Yer 
a credit to the bench, so ye are; and as for you, 
Misther Doolittle," he added, as he quitted the court, 
** you've only yei-self to blame for payiu' so deai-ly 
for yer whistle. 
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)OSS Cnstle stood ^onipwlint out of the villnsre. It 
lind hopn rlernying' for centuries, nnd tlie jrloom of 
it« slmdow \vn« nlwavs avoided hv tlieinnnediate 
inliabitants. An old priory stood about half a mile from 
the castle. It was an oliject of nmcli curiosity, its old 
tower beino: completely overrun with ivy, so that 
only here and there a juttinor buttress, an anple of 
pray wall, or the carved fig;ure of a saint peered through 
its evergreen niantle. 
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Sir Phelim, the owner of Ross Ccostle, had been a 
widower for more than fifteen years ; he was rich, ar- 
rogant, and uncharitable. His only child, Lady Eve- 
leen, a lovely girl of seventeen, wjis soon to approach 
the nuptial altiir as the bride of Sir Stanly Gore,aUhoug'h 
it was pretty genemlly known that the idol of her 
heart was a voung and ardent patriot, by the name of 
Dermot O'F^arrel, to whom in a happier hour, full of 
youthful fervor, she had plighted her troth. The 
bridegroom of Sir Phelim's enoice was after a cimsider- 
able period reluctintly accepted by Eveleen, merely 
that she might avoid incurring her fiixhe)*'s displeasure ; 
although she gave him the solemn assurance that she 
was about to bestow her hand on one, while her 
heart was unalterably another's. 

For more than a year Eveleen had avoided society, 
and would often wander out alone in the hawthorn 
walk, where she would weep in silence and loneli- 
ness over the barbed soitow that rankled in her souL 
Sometimes she would be seen late of an evening be- 
side the porcli of the old priory. She became fervent 
in her devotions at church, but by degrees she slowl}^ 
but none the less surely, began to wsiste away ; the 
hectic bloom appeared, the eye became unnaturally 
bright — indeed, the gentle girl herself felt a firm con- 
viction tnat she was hastening to the tomb. 

One afternoon an old woman, habited in a patched 
and much faded hooded cloak, wended her way up 
the shady avenue towards the castle ; a boy and girl 
walked beside her; the wan and ))inched features of the 
little group bore unmistakable signs of starvation and 
fatigue. 

After reaching the neglected and moss-covered steps 
leading to the hall door she hesitated for a moment, when 
Sir Phelim issued from an adjoining stable on horseback. 

" Now, then, you miserable old hag, what do you 
want here ? " he roared. • 



Digitized 



by Google 



242 TURF-FIRE STORIES. 

"The blessings o' the hungry and the fatherless 
light on ye, Sir Phelim/* cried the mendicant 

•* Wlien I Hiik your blessing it will be time enough 
to grant it,** said his lordship. 

"This is the weddin' eve o* your angel-faced 
daughter; may the match be a happy wan, your 
lordship.** 

"Your good or bad wishes, old dame, don't amount 
to a pinch of snuflf one way or the other," said Sir 
Phelim. 

"Lord Stanly Gore has riches, your lordship, so 
that your child is sure never to feel the pinch o' hun- 
ger like these little wans beside me ; maybe, sir, you'd 
order the servant to hunt me up a morsel in the kitchen 
for the poor children I " 

" My castle," cried Sir Phelim, " is not an asylum 
for be^rgars," 

" Oh, sir, find a soft comer in your heart for the 
helpless." 

" Begone old beldame." 

" Give but a crust, an* we'll pray that luck an' grace 
may attend fair Eveleen's wedding." 

" Once for all, you old pauper, I command you to 
quit my ground and* take your beggarly offspring 
with you " 

" Heaven will reward ye, as you desarve, my 
proud lord — beggarly offsprings? Oh, my childher, 
has it come to this? look to your own child," she 
shrieked. " Hii, ha, did that nettle ye? I see your 
wine-flushed ftice is growin' pale — never mind my 
creatures — watch your own child — desolation has 
ovtirtook the Ross family many an' many a time be- 
fore now — and I am no tnte prophet if it doesn't fall 
on yoH soon an' sudden for the words ye've used to 
me — bejrgarly offsprings, indeed I Look to your own ! 
Lord Gore's wealth can't cure the canker that is aitin' 
its ViKy into her young heart" There was a fearful 
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force of an^usli visil)le in whnt she felt, lier brows 
were wildly depressed from their natural position, her 
face became pale, her eyes glared upon Sir PJielim, and 
in a hissing whisper she continued: ** Yes, look to your 
own, to the bright young Eveleen, the light o' your 
eyes, and when yo hear the banshee's wail, recollect^ 
sir, it follows the fanuly. When ye see the fetch o' 
your child in the night an' hear the low, croon-liko 
funeral music, when the lily cheek is cold, an' the 
light o' the blue eye gone out, then maybe you'll bo 
sorry for the words ye used against the poor woman 
an' her beggarly offspring." 

She then retraced her 3tep8, muttering threats and 
imprecations as she left the ciistle ground. 

" What did she mean by my daughter's fetch and 
the croon of the banshee ? mused Sir Phelim. " Was 
it a prediction ? No, no ; merely a gypsy-like device 
to extort alms." 

At len<jth the eventful niffht had arrived, Jov and 
splendor seemed to reign suju'eme once more within 
the time-honored walls of Ross Castle, the noblest 
families of Ireland being represented at the nuptiad 
banquet. The feast went on memly ; Lord Stanly 
Gore, the illustrious bridegroom, however, took little 
notice of the company or entertainment ; he scarcely 
tasted the banquet, but seemed absorded in the ad- 
miration of his bnde. 

Sir Phelim lioss told his best and longest anecdotes 
— and never had he told them so well or with such 
great effect. 

Amid all this revelry Lady Eveleen maintained a 
most singular gravity ; her countenance assuuied a 
deeper cast of dejection as the evening advanced. 
Her father's humorous stories seemed only to render 
her the more melancholy. 

After tlie banquet the ball-room was thrown open, 
Eveleen, however, contrived to keep aloof from the 
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brilliant throng. The principal object of her attention 
was her aged confessor. At length, in order to escape 
the feverish heat of the chamber, she withdrew to the 
balcony overlooking the gjirden. 

The jest and laugh grew less and less frequent as 
the ni^ht advanced. Eveleen, having returned, threw 
herself wearily into a couch, and at once engaged the 
attention of the old priest Lowering clouds began to 
8te:il over the fair serenity of her brow. All this did 
not escape the notice of the company. Whispers and 
glances were accompanied by shrugs and dubious 
shaikes of the head ; their gayety was chilled by the 
unaccountable gloom of the bride. 

The hour of midnight was pealing solemnly from 
the steeple of the old priory — followed by a burst of 
heait-chilling and weird music, like the wild peal of 
tlie Ulican — which, while it lasted, appeared to fill the 
auditors with bewilderment The next moment a 
figure resembling the bride glided from the balcony 
into the chamber. 

" Eveloen ! ^ cried Sir Phelim, advancing as if to 
embrace his child, but the figure stood no longer there 
—the apparition had vanished. 

** .What unearthly mummery is this ?" he continued, 
turning to the astonished guests. "Where is my 
daughter t ^ 

" Behold her there ! ^ said the venerable priest, in- 
dicating the couch, on which the wretched father saw 
but the rigid form of the youthful bride, pale,cold 
and motionless as marble. 

" She is de«id ! ^ said the priest " Her saintly soul 
is now beyond the unhallowed reach of earthly crea- 
tures. You besought me, against Heaven's will, to 
pronounce her nuptial benediction, but a higher power 
than yours has ordained that I should read her burial 
prayer.** 
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EORD Prosper was therichest landowner from Cork 
to Dublin ; he was noted throuphont the entire 
province for his diaritable deeds. The sick and needy 
never appHed to him for succor in vain. Neil, hia un- 
cle, was steward of the estate, and his nephew, Bi-ian, 
his only sistei^'s son, an orphan, was his private secre- 
tary and constant attendant, for Lord rrosper loved 
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hisi nephew and regarded him with the fondness of ^ 
father. 

Neil, the steward, liated young Brian, feeling that, 
should he succeed to the Pros])er estate, his own son 
would be forever deprived of the rich ncres which he 
liad so long imagined as his by right of iidierit- 
anco. 

Day and night he meditated and plotted how he 
xnicrht cause Lord Prosper to discard Brinn. 

One evening, having hit upon a scheme, he entered 
Isord Prosper's study during the youn^ secretaiy s ab- 
sence. 

** Are you busy, my lord? " he asked. 

** X<>, Neil," replied Lord Prosper, *' what is your 
wish f '^ 

**rm afeerd, my lord, to break it; to ye," answered 
Neil, with a face of'assumecl distress?;. 

** Why, what evil ti<lings have yoij to connnunicate ? " 

** Hu.sh, spake low, your lords|n*p ; where's young 
Brian?" / 

** I l)eheve he went boating on ^the lake." 

** Pm glad his back is turned, niy lord, for what I 
have to t<*ll ye wouhln't be flatterin' to him." 

**lIow," exclain»ed Lord Prosper, '*dj;reyou whis- 
per one word of reproach against Brian, njy devoted 
iioidiew ? " I 

** Ah, sir, it grieves me sorely to pain you, but 
wouldn't I be an undutiful stew^lrd if I stood quiet an' 
listened to vour good name bein' vilified witliout 
puttin' you on your guard f " 

'' Speak on, Neil." 

" Och, sir; Pd as lieve cut me tongue out as spake 
disparagin' words agin young Brian, but there's no 
lielp for it Jooty must be done." 

" Banish your scruples, Neil,, and proceed." 

** Tell me wan tlnng, your lordship." 

** Name it" 
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" Will ye keep what I'm goin' to tell you to your* 
self!" 

" Certainly, if you desire it" 

'* Oil, my dear, kind master," began Neil, " but 
isn't tills a wicked, desateful, world, entirely ! " 

"Never mind tlie world," rejoined his lordship. 
" Let me hear your secret at once. The moon is ris- 
ing, so I must soon ride over to the lake-house." 

" You place great confidence in Brian, your lord- 
ship?" 

** Yes, the most implicit Why do you ask 1 " 

" I am sorry, sir, to upset your blind confidence." 

" What do you mean by that ? " cried his lordship, 
excitedly. " Explain yourself, and quickly, too." 

" Och, master, don't let the blue blood o' the proud 
Prospers swell your temples like that, or I'll not be 
able to spake another word." 

" You have thrown out dark hints about my nephew 
and—" 

"And I can justify them," interrupted the steward. 
" In the first place, he defamed the fair name of 
your lordship, you that always trated him like & 
son — " 

" Neil, can what you say be true ? " 

" I wish I could say it was false, your lordship ; he 
is continually speakin' ill o' you before his boon com- 
panions, and especially of your habit o' starin' at peo- 
le ; he says your lordship has an evil eye in your 
lead, an' that it's like poison to him whenever he is* 
comp'dled to look you in the face." 

" The scoundrel ! " exclaimed his lordship. " Neil, 
if you but prove the truth of what you tell me, you 
shall not go unrewarded." 

"I think," said Neil, "the simplest way to test hini 
would be when he sits down to his desk in your study 
to- morrow. Just ask him, your lordship, for a loan 
of his pen for a minit, then keep your eye on him, and 
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if you see him turn lu's head away while handin' ye 
the pen, that will be proof positive thathe slanders ye 
when he knows yeVe not near at hand to give him 
the He.'' 

" Very well, Neil,** said his lordship. " To-morrow . 
your plan shall be adopted." 

On the same evening the steward accosted Brian on 
his return from the lake and spoke kindly to him, pro- 
fessing, as a near relative, to warn him how nearly he 
was about to lose the good wishes of Lord Prosper 
and perhaps forfeit his succession to the esUite. 

** Ah, Brian, my poor fellow ! " said he, with a fawn- 
ing smile, " Vm towld on good authonty that the 
slightest glance o' your eye is sorely displeasing to 
Lord Prosper. It's whispered that he manes to re- 
move ye from your present situation." 

" If what ye say be true, Neil, I may consider my- 
self a ruined man. I am sure, I have always served 
my uncle faithfully. What can be his motive! " 

** I know, Brian, there's not an atom o' foundation 
for his suspicions, but he thinks ye mane him no 
good." 

" But how can I convince him of his error ? Can 
you advise me, Neil I " 

"There is wan way out o' the hobble," replied the 
steward. " Your uncle says there's something evil 
about the flash o' your eye, and that it distresses him 
to look at you whenever he is forced to convarse with 
ye. Now, to avoid this annoyance, Brian, just be ad- 
vised by me, and when his lordship spakes to ye, no 
matter what order he may give, ye obey him without 
a complaint, and quietly turn your glance away from 
him at the same time, an' he'll see by that you're doin' 
vour best to plaze him. Now, I've instinicted you, 
ferian, will you obey me I " 

"I shall carry out your instructions to the letter, 
good Neil," exclaimed the youth. 
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The next morning Brian was busily engaged at his 
desk in Lord Prospei^'s study, when his uncle request- 
ed him to hand him his pen for a moment. lie at 
once obeyed, and, while doing so, turned away his 
face as if to escape Lord Prosper's glance. 

** Ungrateful villain ! ^ cried his uncle, at the same 
time striking the youth on the breast; *^my eyes are 
opened at last; ingrate, quit my sight 1 thought to 
have made you my heir, but never let me see your 
face again.'* 

Po(.r Brian passed from the hall with a heavy heart, 
amid the jeers and scoffs of his former friends. 

" Neil," said Lord Prosper, shortly after his 
nephew's departure, " I intend to engage your son to 
supply the place of Brian. I also wish, old friend, 
that you would counsel me how I may rid myself of 
this tniitor." 

*' What, is it to do away wid Brian for good, ye 
mane I " 

" Yes ; that is my meaning," replied Lord Prosper. 

" The safest and asiest way to do that, your lord- 
ship, I think, would be the miller's trap ^" 

. '* The n)iller's trap. I do not comprehend you." 

" Not far from tlie lake house, your lordship, is an 
owld, decayed mill on the edge of a noisy stranie. It 
is whispered about among the simple-nn'nded people 
that the miller has dalin's wid evil spirits ; be that as 
it may, my lord, there is a trap in the floor o' the njill, 
that whoever stands on it is never seen alive again 
after he once sinks through it into the water below ; 
it is called tlie death-trap. I'm towld poor Maurice 
Garvey, the rovin' peddler, whose body was found 
among some wather-rushes about five years ago, met 
his death through the same trap. So, I think if you 
wor to send a bit o' writin' signed wid your lordship's 
name, biddin' the miller to coax to the trap the first 
man that calls on him to-morrow mornin' to ask him 
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wlietlier he obeyed your lordship's order, would settle 
the matter at once." 

** It's a terrible scheme, Neil." 

**It'8 a scheme that won't fail, j'onr lordship. So 
write to the nn'Uer at wanst, and I'll bring Brian to 
you for his instructions." 

Lord Prosper liaviii;^ ivsolved to carry out the foul 
plot of his steward, iinmediatuly dispatclied a trusty 
nie8sen<2^er to the nnller, and the same ni^y'ht he saw 
his nephew, wiiom he directed to call at the old mill 
shorth' after sunrise to inquire of the miller " wlietlier 
he had performed his lordship's will." 

Brian n»se from his slee))less couch long before 
sunrise, and luistened tq perform his mission, hoping 
by this means to rcft'ain his uncle's good will. As he 
wended his way with a heav}' heart, the sound of the 
matin bell from a neighboring chapel arre.sted his 
step. The tones of the bell seemed to bring ))eac6 to 
his troubled mind, and he turned from his path 
toward the waiyside chapel, wiiich ho entered and 
offered up his prayers and thanksgiving with fervor 
and devotion. But as the service was eiiding the 
fatigue he had undergone disposed him to rest himself, 
so he sat himself down in the porch of the chapel and 
fell asleep. 

** Pi>or youth," said the good priest, as he passed 
through the porch, ** you look weary and careworn ; 
sleep on ; no one shall disturb you." 

When lie awoke the sun was going down in the 
heaven. 

Xeil was as sleepless during the night as poor Brian, 
and his anxiety drove him ear)}' from his bed, and 
suffered him not to be at peace all day. Now, when 
it was noon the steward could no longer remain 
in the castle, so he hastened to the mill and demanded 
of the miller '^whether he had performed Lord 
Prosper^s will I " 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE KILLEII'S TBAP. 251 

" Not yet,** cried the miller with a hoarse voice ; 
" but niver fear, my friend, TU soon do the business 
as clane as a whistle." 

With these words he seized Neil in his iron grasp 
and hurried him toward the trap. 

** What ai-e you doin', (rood miller. Shure, I'm not 
the man, I'm his lordship's stewani." 

" I don't care if you wor his lord.>hip himself. • Ye 
have only wan minit to live, so, if ye have a short 
prayer, ye better sav it at wanst" 

" Listen to me, 1 beseech ye," cried Neil ; " it is 
his lordship's nngfrat^ful nephew, an' not me, tliat is 
doomed for the trap." 

"I know my orders," replied the Miller; "you're 
the first man tliat has come here to-day to ask me 
whether I performed Lord Prosper's will, so step on 
to the trap, for whining won't save ye. Ye needn't 
struggle, my bucko ; I have ye as tight as if ye was 
in a vise — that's it, ha ! ha I There ye go, snug to 
the bottom, never to show your purty nose above 
ground again ; ho ! ho ! " he chuckled ; " 'tis done at 
last — Lord Prosper's will is done." 

And so perished the plotting steward. It was past 
noon when Brian awoke, and tlie sun was going down 
in it's course. 

*' Alas ! " cried Brian, " my ruin is now complete. 
I have delayed to perform my uncle's will. Perchance 
it will now be too late ! " 

He proceeded with haste to the old mill. When lie 
beheld the miller he inquired anxiously whether he 
had performed Lord Prosper's will. 

" Musha, faix, an' I have, my boy, and without 
botchin' it, either. Cast your eyes through that 
peephole in the floor and you'll see his lifeless body." 

'* Whose body I " asked Brian, aghast with fear. 

The miller then told him all he had been com- 
manded, and how Neil, coming fii-st to the mill, had 
been thrust down the trap. 
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Brian fell on his knees, clasped his hands, and 
offered up a heartfelt prayer. He then bade the miller 
farewell and returned to liis uncle's castle. 

" What I " cried Lord Prosper, as Brian entered the 
study; **have you not been to the mill?" 

"indeed, my lord," replied Brian, "I have been 
there ; but before I saw the miller your will had been 
performed." 

*• Performed ? " rejoined Lord Prosper, "how per- 
formed! Neil, my steward, is he not heret" 

**No, my lord. His lifelej^s body lies beneath the 
death-trap of the old mill. The miller obeyed your 
orders. The steward is dead, and I have escaped. 
But tell me, why did you contrive such a dreadful 
death for your poor nephew? You know that I 
always loved and served you devotedly." 

After explaining to each other the vile deceit of Neil, 
tlie undermining steward, Lord Prosper was proud to 
acknowledge Brian as his true and faithful nephew, 
and heir to his vast estate. Brian enjoyed a happy, 
long life, and paid many a visit to the little wayside 
chapel, where he rendered thanks to Heaven for his 
miraculous escape from the millei^'s trap. 
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Don't be contlirary, 
With an Irish fairy, 
Or I declare he 

Won't regard you much ; 
But be complaisant 
When that he's adjacent, 
And he'll use you dacent 

If you merit such. 

S?HE cluricaun is a little old man with a wrinkled 
countenance in an antiquated dress; his pea- 
green coatisadonied with lar^^e buttons, and he seems 
to take a perfect delight in having large metal shoe- 
ass 
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buckles. lie weara a cocked hat in the ancient 
Frencli style. lie employs liiniself in mokincr shoes, 
nt the 8;une time wliistlingf a tune. If he is surprised 
1)V man while thus engaged he has the power of v«n- 
isiiiu^ if he c^in contrive to nnike the niortid turn liis 
eyes from him even for an instant. 

lie possesses a knowledge of hidden treasures, but 
he does not discover them till he is pressed to the ut- 
most, lie carries a small leathern purse with a shil- 
ling, ^vhich, however often he may pay it away, always 
returns, and which is called the lucky shilling (Spre- 
na-Skillenagh). But perhaps the cluricann we have 
to deal with at present nniy be nmre satisfactorily 
accounted for in a tradition which I had the pleasr.re 
of hearing from one Connie Shanahun. Here it is in 
ainiost his own words: 

** To judge by yer looks, sir ," said Connie, " I'd 
say ye wor a mighty knowledgeable nian. So, of 
coorse, ye nmst have heard o' the cluricaun before ? " 

" Never, Connie," said I. 

'* Is it possible? D'ye tell me so ? Well, well, think o' 
that ! Arndi, then, isn't it rennirkable how some peo- 
])leV education is so scandalously neglected ! Well, 
sir, little Jimmy Branigan, the snuggest farmer in 
this parish, owes every acre he's got to the good for- 
tune he had wan time in findin' out the hidin' place of 
a cluriciiun. Only for that, he wouldn't be the pros- 
>ero\is man he is to-day, for now he can go about in 
lis buckskins, and his blue body-coat, sittin' in his 
n'gh saddle like a gentleman farmer ; but, troth, sir, 
before he had the good luck to ketch the same cluri- 
caun ye wouldn't give six pence for all belonging to 
him, for, though he was always a hard workin', indus- 
thrions little man, he had one gi'eat weakness, he was 
too fond o' the dhrop, and every penny he could earn 
was spent in Andy Duffy's shebeen of a Saturday 
night, when his week's work was done. 
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" So that, when Monday momin' kem round, poor 
Jimmy wouldn't be able to scmpe tog-ether the price 
of a pipe o' tobakky. But just look at hinx to-day. 
ril go bail he can show a bi;rger bank account than 
any other man froui tin's to himself. He was always 
arollirkin', good-natured little man;. even in his ))Oor- 
est clays, there never wais anything nagerly about him 
at all ; and he was so liglit-hearted that no wan 
could put him out o' timper. 

"The first time he ever appeared lowspirited was 
when owld Ned Gallagher refused to allow liim to 
many the fair young Aggy — an' it was a pity, for 
Aggy Gallngher loved Jimmy in spite of his poverty, 
but Ned, her father, was always a purse-proud man, 
and, of course, forbid the match. Now, Jinnny, like 
many more of us,had often heerd o' the cluricaun that 
was well known to make his home in the owld ruin o' 
Castle Coonagh — and since he found his love for the 
girl of his heart was thrown away on account of his 
lack of goold to stock a farm, he couldn't sleep a 
wink. 

" The spade, the plough, or the field had no more 
charm for poor Jimmy Branigan ; all his thoughts were 
fixed on tlie cluricaun; day and night he used to 
. wander i iunid the ruins of Castle Coonagh. Some- 
times he'd be seen cHmbin' the ivy wall for all tlie 
world like a squirrel, peepin' into every nook and 
crevice ; other times he would fancy he heard the tap- 
pin' o' the fairy man's hammer, and every sound of it 
was like a note o' sweet music to his ear. And again, 
he would hear him in the high arched windows above 
his head, where the crows build their nests, and maybe 
the next niinit he'd be scramblin' up the crnmblin' 
stone-stnii's, and then he'd hear a jeerin' laugh, or a sly 
chuckle, as nmch as to say, ' Don't you wish you 
could find me? ' 

** Well, sir, wan fine afternoon in Summer, as good 
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luck 'u(l have it, after many .1 weary hour's search, 
Jimm}*'8 eye happened to ii^^ljt on my bowld little 
rogue of a cluricuun, just as he was snugly ^nfed on 
his hunkers in a part o' Castle Coonagh that did sar- 
vice in the owlden times as a fireplace. Yis, indeed, 
tliere was the little cha]), as busy as a bee, hammerin' 
away at a weesliy bit of a brogue that wouldn't fit the 
fat of a tomtit, an' singin' away the whole o' the time 
as merry as a cricket Jimmy, well knowin' the cute- 
ness o* the thief, niver lifted his eye from him, for if 
he did the charm woidd vanish, and, faix, so W(mld the 
chiricaun. But as long as Jiuimy's eyes w>is on him 
nothing could move hiui. At last the little fox, think- 
in' to thiow Jinmiy oflf the scint, sez : 

"*How8 the health, Jiumiy ngra?' 

" * Never was betther,' sez Jiuuny. 

" ' YeVe I'aison to be thankful,' siz the little chap. 

"*So I am,' siz Jiumiy, ketchin' howld o' the cluri- 
cann by the nap o' the neck an' squecziu' his fingers 
round him as tight as a vise. 

" * D'ye mane to strangle me I ' siz the cluricaun. 

" * WMiat an omadhaun I'd be ! ' siz Jimmy. * No, no, 
my little man, you're too precious for that I wouldn't 
liarm ye for the world ; it cost me too much time an' 
labor to citch ye, for that' 

" * Jiumiy, I'm feered there's something troublin' ye,' 
siz the little fellow. 

" * Is there now ? ' siz Jimmy. 

"*Av coorse there is; you're breakin' your heart 
since ye lost the smile of Aggy Gallagher." 

** * What a conjurer ye are ! ' siz Jiuuny. 

" ' It's truth I'm telliV,' siz the other, * for I can spy 
a tear glistenin' in your e3*e this minit' 

" * Sorrow matther, I'll be able to dhry that tear 
when your little fairy ship points me out the spot where 
the pot o' goold is hid.' 

'' ' bhure, if the goolden treasure is hid as ye seem 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE OLUBICAUN. * , 257 

to think it is, Jimmy my man, it's not my fault, but 
your own.' 

" * I don't comprehend ye,' siz Jimmy. 

*' * ril make it ats clear as day t'ye/ siz the brogue- 
mender. ^ You liad always the name o' bein' a hard- 
workiu' man, without wan lazy bone in your 
body.' 

*' * Yes, indeed, an' very little I'm the better for it,* 
siz Jimmy. 

" * You've only youi'sclf to blame, Jimmy Brnnigan. 
You had the same chance to better your condition as 
ould Ned Gallagher, but he, like a sensible man, stuck 
fast to his treasure, while you, a simpleton, put youi-s 
into the till of Andy Duffy's shebeen. Every coin 
that you had to sweat for went to support Duffy in a 
life of aise, while you had to live from hand to mouth. 
So my advice to you is this : Keep away from Duffy's 
shebeen, and you'll never need my assistiuice to hunt 
up buried treasures.' 

" * Advice is chape,' siz Jiuimy, ' but you're my pres- 
ner till ye fill my pockets wid goold.' 

" * It would be asier to fill a sieve with wather,' siz 
the cluricaun. 

*' * Ye've too much chat,' siz Jimmy. * Be quick an' 
show me where to search for the crock of yellow^ 
boys.' 

" * Ye might as well search for your grandmother's 
needle in a bottle o' straw,' siz. the cluricaun. 

** * Will ye do «is I bid ye? ' siz Jiumiy. 

** * Lave loose my neck,' siz the other. 

^' * I'll not liberate ye till ye tell me where the treas- 
ure is.' 

a i Very well,' siz the schamer ; * then I'm yer pres* 
ner for life.' 

" * Don't provoke me, ye thievin' midge,' siz Jimmy, 
losin' his timper. 

** * Ye desarve credit for yer perseverance,' siz the 
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cluricaun, * so 111 make a prosperous man o' ye. D'ye 
8ee that bijr, 8qu<ire stone covered wid weeds over there, 
at the back o' the dhry well I' 

" * I do, of coorse/ siz Jimmy. 

** * Well, that stone is loose, so do yon go over an' 
just stoop down an' lift up wan end of it, an' I'll wager 
any money you'll be surprised. Go on, I tell ye. 
This is exactly the time to uncover it, for I see the 
moonbeams through the broken walls beginnin' to 
shine on the lake beyant.' Well, sir, wid that Jimmy 
goes over to the square stone and bends down with- 
out dhramin'of any decaite, when, Whoo!* the little 
rapparee slips through his fingers like a fly an' let out 
a roar of a laugh that shook the owld walls of Castle 
Coonagh. 

** Poor Jimmy niver got such a takin' in in all his bom 
days before. Just as fortune held out her fist to him, 
away she flew, as she very often does, the decaiver 
lavin' Lim in the lurch as poor and helpless as 
ever. 

** On his way out of tlie castle he began to pondher 
on the advice he got 

** * What did the cluricaun mane about me puttin' 
mv treasure into Andy Duffy's till?' siz he to him- 

SCI*. 

" Begannies, sir, the npsliot was, he couldn't banish 
tliem words from his mind, they. got rooted there so 
firndy. An' soon after the harem-scarem, poteen-lov- 
in', jd\ial Jimmy Brannigan changed into a quiet, 
sober, discreet, steady-goin' man, an' in the course of 
tliree years there wasn't a more thrivin' farmer in the 
parish. 

** And it's only a short time ago since he got owld 
Gallagher^s consint to many the beautiful Aggy. 
And why ? Because he had a bigger account in the 
Munstlier Bank than his father-in-law. Still, he is not 
ashamed to tell ye it^s the little fairy brogue-mender 
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he has to thank for his rise in the world, for if he 
dichi't folly liis advice an* keep clear o' Duffy's she- 
heen, he'd be as poor tliis blessed niinit as when he 
first set out for Castle Coonagh to ketch tlie cluri- 
caun." 
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A Bansha peeler went ont one day 

On duty an' pathrollin', 0; 
He met a goat upon the way. 

AVho seemed to be a sthrollin', 0. 
Bayonet fixed, be sallied forth, 

And caught him by the weazand, 0, 
An' thundered out an oath that he 

Would send him to Now Zealand, 0. 

—Old Irish Sonff. 

eLTHOUGH you Imve heard and read tales of 
mighty heroen, ancient and modern, about love, 
murder, war, fthip wrecks and what not^ I'll go 
bail, sir, you haven't listened to a tale of a goat very 
often. 

And that's the sum and substance of the anecdote I 
am going to try your patience witlw When we lived 
at the foot of the Kilworth Mountains we had a little 
goat in the family. Her name was Jinnie, and a 
friskier little creature of an animal never lived than 
the same Jinnie. Indeed, she was the very life o' the 
house, so much so, in fact, that tlie children were 
spoilt with her; or, to speak properly, I believe it was 
she that was spoilt by the children. 

In troth, little Jinnie was a treasure, and repaid me 
tenfold for whatever bit o' trouble I had in the rearing 
of her, for there wasn't a day passed over our head 
that we couldn't calculate on at least two quarts o' 
fresh goat's milk. 
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At night, before we went to bed, we were in the 
liabit of tying her to a tree in a snmll orchard at the 
back o' tlie liouse. We left tlie tether long enough, so 
tlmt she miglit have all the fling we thought was 
necesnary, and then at daybreak, when we'd release 
her, awny she would leap over the orcliard wall, and 
oflf «heM go foraging for lierself, and as there is no 
lack of vegetation around Kil worth, being as fertile a 
8j>ot as you'd find in tlie County o' Cork, Jinnie never 
wont hungry. 

S?he gi>t her little pickings sometimes along the 
green hedges and the clover fields, and * sometimes 
shiM wander through the Beech grove, and very often 
slieM make herself at home on a little shabby patch 
that joined the constabulary baiTacks. It didn't matter 
a 8tni\v to Jinnie, so long as she wiisn't seen by the 
pedal's, for slie was as cute as a fox in that respect, 
and at the least si^fn of dan^fer she'd turn to the ri^ht 
about and off she'd be witli the speed of a race liorse. 

Though she was ])layful as a kitten, slie had her 
temjier, too. She wouldn't let the children go too far 
with their tiicks ; troth, maiiy'a the pucking she gave 
little Jerrv wlien he would be phiguing her too much, 
though when shemennt mischief we could always tell 
b}' her antics, for she would rear up on her hind legs, 
elevate her fore-feet, shake her head, point her horns, and 
look daggers at lier tormentoi's. That was the goat's 
danger signal, which was as much as to say: "The 
so4uier you stop your tricks and double tlie distance 
between us, tlie less sore bones you*ll have, my jewels," 
ami the children were never slow at taking the hint, 
either, for off they would scamper, pell-mell, as if a 
great mad bull was after them. 

It was during the famous year of " 67," when the 
Goveniment was so greatly alarmed about the mys- 
terious movements of the Fenians, that Jinnie made 
herself more conspicuous than usual, for, though only a 
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goat, she })la3''ed at that troublesome time what was 
thought to be a ujust proniiuent part The CurtVw act, 
as you may remember, was iu vogue then, or uiartial hiw 
as it is better known, which meant that ever} door 
should be ch)sed, and no decent man, woman, or child 
should appear abroad after sunset under pain of airest 
and iujprisonment. Now you may be sine that sucli 
a law wais very cruel and inconvenient for a great 
nuiny honest peojde ; it was doubly so to our family, 
for my husband at the time kept a little grocery shop ; 
we had a license to sell porter as well, but while the 
martial hiw hung over the country like a big dark 
cloud we daren't sell even a half ounce o' tobacco 
after the sun went down behind the Kilworth Moun- 
tains. 

The whole country at the time was honeycombed 
with British soldiers, and reports would be often flying* 
about, telling how the Fenians had surrounded and 
made a seizure of arms in such and siich.a c^)nstabu- 
lary barracks, leaving the peelei-s with nothing but 
tlieir bare uniform. And, troth, I used to be delighted 
when I'd hear such good news, for I believe one half 
of the peelers in Ireland are more bitter to their own 
countrymen than the red-coated foreigners, lint be 
that as it nniy, our trade was nearly ruined between 
military and constabulary, and dear knows what else. 

In the police barracks, which wasn't a stone's throw 
from us, there was a sergeant in charge named 
Pickets, who had his evil eye on our place for a long 
time, and all because we synipathized with the patriots 
and would willingly shed our blood for the sake o' ihe 
glorious old cause. For that very reason he tried all 
he could to get a chance to revoke our license, but we 
never committed ourselves so far as to put it in his 
power to do so. He would even send some of his 
men, after the hour allowed by law to keep open, and 
they would pretend to be tipsy and try and coax us 
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through the key-hole to let them in, but we were wily 
enough for tliem, for we knew all they wanted was a 
chance to sell the pass on us to the sergeant And 
another thing: the same gentleman had a strong hatred 
against Jinnie for wandenng near the bairacks, and 
because she would always give liim the slip when he 
would attempt to catch fier. He vowed he'd be even 
wirli us, and as he could see our house from the bar- 
rack-windows, lie never luul liib eye off it 

But one night he got a grip on us at last, as ho 
tliought. It was in this way: on the very day before, 
there was a report sent in to Kilworth, that in a cer- 
tain village the Fenians luad made a raid on the con- 
stabulary baiTacks and seized upon every gun and 
bayonet, leaving the peelers powerless. Well, when 
the news of the seizure reached Kilworth, the sergeant 
and his men were uneasy in their nn'nds for the whole 
of that day. I believe the striking of a match would 
have been enough to send them flying away in fear 
like a flock of crows. Every caution was used — re-en- 
forcements were brought — till the barracks was as 
well protected against assault as Dublin Castle. 

The hall was filled with peelers armed from top to 
toe ; each side of the stair-case was strongly guarded. 
In the yard, at the back of the ban-acks, was another 
of the Royal Irish, acting as sentinel, with the strictest 
orders to give the alarm even if he heard a mouse 
stirring. While the peelers were in dread the people 
o' the village were tickled to death, laughing in their 
sleeve at the groundless fears of each uniformed Cor- 
bogue. So when nightfall arrived the ban-acks were 
secui'ely locked, and each peeler commanded by the 
sergeant to stand firmly at his post and not to budge 
an inch until he himself should give the word. It was 
a fine, warm night; indeed, I can never forget it Of 
course, there wasn't a peeler to be seen abroad that 
night, as they were all ou duty hiside the ban*acks; 
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80 you may be sure some of the lively boys took ad- 
vantage of their absence and enjoyed themselves to 
their heart's content, in spite of tlie martial law. 

Well, sir, just about 12 o'clock tlmt same night a 
knock was heard at the front door of the constabulary 
barracks. At the sound of it, tlie sentry who was on 
guard at the' back door turned as white as a sheet and 
trembled like an aspen leaf. In he rushed tlu-ough the 
Imll, lialf dead with fear. " Sergeant," says he, out 
of breath. " Well, what's up t " says the sergeant, in 
a friglitened whisper. " I'm afeerd tis nil up witli us," 
says the other, " for the barracks is surrounded.** 
" D'ye .tell me so t " says the sergeant, shaking from 
head to feet. " Now, men," says lie, "look to your 
arms. An' remember, 'tis the Fanians you have to 
cope with. So keep a cool bead every man o' ye, or 
they won't lave one of us alive." After that a body 
might hear a pin drop, everything was so solemn and 
silent, when all of a sudden a second knock came to 
the hall door. 

"Whisht," says the sergeant, "d'ye hear thatt 
Don't let one o' ye open your mouths as you value 
your lives." Stillness reigned in the hall once more. 
At last the sergeant plucked up sufficient courage to 
stoop down and put his lips to the keyhole. " Who's 
there 1 " says he in a voice that wasn't loud enough to 
wake a weasel. After getting no answer he straight- 
ened hiniself and began muttering about something, 
^ when his nerves were suddenly shocked by hearing a 
third knock at the door. After thinking for awhile he 
turned to the peeh^rs and savs : " Boys, 'tis a desper- 
ate venture, but I'll do it it may be death to some of 
us, but as public functionaries an' loyal subjects we 
muKt fulfil our jooty, no matter what the risk maybe. 
Open the door an' make it sarve me as a shield ; for I'll 
close myself In agin the wall with it, and howld fast 
to it; for, you know, 'twould only demoralize yez if 
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you allowed your lader to be kilt at the openm* o* the 
Jray. So now, when I open the hall door, do you all 
o* ye fii'e away that minit, an' give these Fenian Eap- 
parees the benefit o' your guns. Riddle them ; don't 
spare one o' them." 

The next moment the hall door was opened and out 
rushed the peelers over the thresliold and each man 
with his finger on the trigger of his rifle. 'Twas a 
bright starlight night One could see every tree and 
6tone and stream and ditch as clear as day, but there 
mrasn't a single Fenian to be seen, high or low. In- 
stead of the Fenians, however, what slioiild catch the 
eye of die armed peelers, but my bold littte* Jinnie, 
picking and munching away as unconcerned as you 
please on a little bit of a gi-een patch not far from the 
door of the baiTack. 

They could see tlirough it all then — that it was the 
tips of the goat's horns that gave tlie three mysterious 
knocks at the door. They gave chase to her, but tliey 
might as well try to eaten a sky-rocket or a flash of 
lightning. Well, if ever there was a raging madman 
when the false alann was discovered, that man was tlie 
sergeant He cursed like a ti'ooper, an' vowed ven- 
geance on myself an' the goat, an' threatened to pro- 
secute us. He kept his word, too, for after a few days 
I was summoned to put in an appearance at the Petty 
Sessions Court 

And the sitting magistrate that day, who was an old, 
retired colonel, happened to be the ^rest and kindest- 
hearted man on the bench. 

"Well, sergeant," says he, "whafs your charge 
against Mrs. O'Brien t " 

" I've no charge in particular against the woman, 
your worship," says the sergeant 

" Indeed ! " says the judge. Explain yourself." 

" My charge is not against Mrs. O'Brien at all, your 
Honor, but her goat" " Oh, ho," says the magistrate, 
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with a smile, " The peeler and the goat, eh f I thought 
that was ancient history by this time," says he, alhid- 
Ing to the old song of* tliat name. " Well, what has 
Mrs. O'Hrien's goat been doing!/* ** She's an annoy- 
ance, your woi-ship," says the sergeant " Speak to the 
point, sir. What was the goat's offense?" says the 
magistmte. " She's a nuisance, sir," says the sergeant 
" In regard to that,'* says tlie magisti-ate, "I think it 
is a toss u)) between you and the defendant ; but whei^e 
is she I Why is the goat not here to defend herself! " 
With that, the whole court were splitting their sides 
laughing at the sergeant's expense. The rogue, you 
see, was afraid to speak the trutli, for fear of makin' a 
laughing stock of himself and his men, but I up and 
told the magistrate the whole history of the false alarm 
from beginning to end, and the consequence was that 
the case was dismissed. 

The sergeant and the rest of the village constabulary* 
were ridiculed for their cowardice in mistaking Jennie 
for the Fenians. After that the goat's reputation spread 
far and near, till it reached the city of Cork itself, but 
the poor little creature didn't long survive her celebri- 
ty. One night as usual we tied her to a tree in the or- 
chard, but her tether happened to be a little bit too 
long, so, in leaping on top of the wall during night, she 
must have overreached herself, for we found her the 
next morning cold and sUuk, dangling from the end of 
the rope against the outside of the orchard wall. 

Indeed, that was a sorrowful day for me, for I don't 
believe I could cry more bitterly over the loss of one 
of my own children than I did over the remains of poor 
little Jinnie, the goat 
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T 18 Christmas eve — ^the night is cold and clear^ 
The moonbeams dance fantastically upon the 
frozen snow. Near the foot of the hill adjacent 
to the town of Macroom, in tlie County Cork, stood 
nn old-fashioned cottage, toward which an aged, white- 
haired man, apparently a mendicant, is wending liis 
way. At short intei'vals he stops suddenly, gazing for 
an instant over the hedge side, where the moon is 
^hining through tlie leafless, snow-covered trees; 
advancing a few paces, he stops once more before a 
ruined tower, fast ci-umbling to decay. 

" God bless the dear old land-marks," he murmured ; 
" many and many a time have I stood beside you in 
my dreamsy when the great ocean rolled between us ; 
at last, like the load -stone that attracts the needle, you 
li:ive brought the wanderer back. sweet Inisfail, 
the smallest blade of gi-ass that gi'ows in your green 
iUiWs is a million times more precious to me th<an all 
the wealth and grandeur I have seen on foreign 
Hhores," 

Having reached the cottage already alluded to, he 
was met at the door by a toll, well-built^ venerable- 
l<M>king man. 

'' God save all here/' said the ti*aveller, as he crossed 
the' threshold. 

"The same to you, good man,** was the reply; 
** but you look faded and cowld. Sit down and warm 
yourselt" 

S88 
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" Can you give me shelter for a short time ! ** asked 
the 8tranger. 

**I can, or for a long time, if you need it — though 
not very long, now I come to remember, for in a few 
weeks I won't be able to c;\II this house my own. 
Isn't tliat tlie truth, Mary ! " lie added, looking at his 
wife, who sat busily plying her needle near a bright 
turf- fire. 

" It is, indeed, the bitter trath ; may God in His 
mercy protect us," said his wife, 

"And how long have you lived in this cozy 
cottage I " asked the sti'anger. 

" Fifty years, sir. My father built it I married 
the good wife you see beside me in it I reared a 
big family in it, but they're scattered far away from 
us, in distant countries. Some of them, I'm afeerd, 
I'll never see again. Our oldest boy I've not heard 
from in ten years. He was sent into penal servitude 
for the part he took in the * rising^ of '67," 

** What is his name I" 

" Redmond O'Hara," answered the old man; *' but 
in troth, if I go on in this way, I'll be disgracing the 
proud owld name of our family. Forgive me, sir, 
but on this good Christmas eve my mind is wandering, 
or I would have given you the cead millefaiUhe before 
this; here, sir," he continued, as he produced a jug 
and glass; **a taste o' this will add new life to you. 
It's tine, strong punch. It's not often we take it, 
except on festivals like this. Drink it off, sir, 'twill 
sarve to pass the time over, while the good woman 
prepares the supper." 

" Here's wishing ye both a merry Christmas," said 
the traveller. 

" I ana sorry we can't offer you the luxuries that we 
could once afford,". said the host, "but it is useless 
to fret over spilt milk. Here, take a whiff o' this 
owld dhudeen^ 'twill help to banish sad thoughts," 
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" Before I light my pipe," said tlie stmnger, *' I wish 
you would tell me why it is you will be compelled to 
leave tliis cottnge in a few weeks ? " 

" The answer is simple," replied his host " I am 
only a small farmer, and cannot afford to pay Lord 
Lieech the heavy bixes that is yearly imposed on my 
own time and money, without a haporth of help from 
liis lordship. That's the whole ot it in a nut-shell. 
So, because I refused to be rack-rented by owld Leech, 
he sent his bailiff over here yesterday to serve me 
with a writ" 

" And so you are to be evicted f " said the stranger, 
lighting his pipe. 

" That's it, exactly," replied the host 

" Not if I can save you," said the stranger. 

" Saltpeter couldn't save us." 

" There is sometliing more potent than saltpeter." 

" Maybe ye mane dynamite," said his host 

■** What I have reference to is more powerful even 
than dynamite," replied the ti-aveller, " although it is 
not so noisy." 

** Quicksilver is mighty powerful, I'm towld. 
Would it be that you mane ? " 

"No, sir," said the ti-aveller. " ^Vhat I allude to is 
the power of gold ! " 

"In truth, you're right there. Goold often works 
wonders, but it is as difficult to get howld of goold in 
these times, as it is to ketch a leprechaun." 

Dm-ing the foregoing the farmei-'s wife had pre- 
pared a supper which the traveller seemed to relish 
with a zest tiiat betokened a keen appetite. Having 
finished his meal, lie relit his pipe, drew his chair 
near tlie fire, and became more communiaitive. 

" You spake with a foreign accent, sir," said the 
farmer, ** but for all that you appear to be a man with 
a power o' knowledge in your head, and no wonder, 
for if I may judg^e by the whiteness of your hair an4 
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beard, I v/ould say that the snow of at lasto seventy 
wintei's had passed over your head* Am I far from 
the mark, sir t " 

" You are, indeed, a long way off, sir," said tlie 
traveller; "for, although my beard is white, and my 
body seems bent with the weiglit of years, I would 
wnger a thousand pounds to a brass fartliing that you 
are a f^u* older man than I am.** 

" Why, I am only sixty," said the farmer. " How- 
ever, ril not dispute the diflFerence of our ages. You 
seem to be a conversable man,. and Vm proud o* your 
company ; if you like to sleep under this roof to-night, 
you are lieaitily welkim, and we'll spend a pleasant 
Christmas day together; will that be agreeable to you, 
sir ? " 

** You are too kind, sir," said the stranger. " But I 
accept the invitation, and hope you will never regret 
the confidence you have placed in me." 

** Of course," said the farmer, " you'll have to take 
•ot luck with us ; we have no dainties to oflfer you ; 
ut there was a time when a prince couldn't find fault 
with our table on a Christmas Day, when we could 
spread before you turke)', geese, ham, lamb, and 
almost every delicacy under the blessed sun ; but them 
times have passed away like tlie snow that fell last 
year, but such as we have you are as welcome to as 
if the house was your own." 

** God bless you and your good wife, sir, for the 
cordial welcome you have given to the poor sti^anger. 
It reminds me of the gay old times when I was a happy 
boy under the roof- tree of my parents, when we loved 
to pass the Chnstmas-eve by the cheerful fireside, sing- 
ing the old songs of our persecuted land, and listening 
to the ghost stories and fairy tales until the hour ar- 
rived to attend the midnight mass. Oh, those times! 
those grand old times will never come again. I grew 
up to manhood and was the pride of the family, I 
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built castles in the air with my conipntriots for the 
future happiness of our o;reen »ea-girt ishnid, but every 
liope dissolved like bubbles into nothingness. In an 
evil hour I w«s cnught with my pike while attending 
a moonlight drill in the mountain gap. A mock trial 
took place, and a packed jury found me guilty of 
high-treason. I was loaded with chains and hurried 
off in a convict ship to Western Australia, the penal 
colony of Great Britain, to Freemantle Prison, that 
plague-spot of the world, from which few that are sent 
in irons ever return to tell their sufferings to the civil- 
ized world. From the day of my arrival in the con- 
vict ship until the day of my escape, my life, wliether 
I toiled in the quarries, or with the road parties, was 
one of continual torture. I had to share the same fate 
as the thief and the murderer ; but I must be brief, for 
\ it would fill a large volume were I to relate every 
detail up to the date of my escape from Freemantle 
Prison. After many perils I was received with open 
arms in the land of tlie stars and stripes by my ex- 
patriated countrymen. From the moment I touched 
the hospitable shores of America, good fortune seemed 
to follow me. I was successful in every undertaking. 
I soon amassed great wealth. You would scarcely 
imagine me, as I appear at present in these tattered 
garments, to be a rich man, but, to prove the truth of 
my assertion, here is a chamois leather-bag containing 
a tliousand sovereigns. Take it Keep it It io 
yours. I present it to you as a Christmas box." 

" A bag full of sovereigns,'* cried the farmer; as he 
Bcnitinized and jingled a few of the golden coins. 
^' Ohy sir, you must be one o' the good ^iries in dis- 
guise.'' 

" If this happened in America," said the stranger, 
" you would, undoubtedly, call me Santa Claus." 

" Wlioever you are," cried the farmer's wife, ** you 
must be something not natural to be tantalizing poor 
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people with the sight of a lieap o' gold like that ; you 
must be an apparition or a hobgoblin." 

** I give you my word, I am neither ghost nor hob- 
goblin, but real flesh and blood," said the slPinger, 
throwing off his white wig and beard, and standing 
erect at his full height, which was fully six fel't. 
" Xow, examine my features well, and tell me if they 
bear any resemblance to Redmond O'Hara, your con- 
vict son ! " 

"Oh! Redmond! our own gra baton !^* exclaimed 
his father and mother sinmltaneously. "Yes, it is,** 
said the mother, caressing him, " he has the same au- 
burn hair." 

" And the same proud light in his manly blue 
eyes," cried his fnther, grasping his son's hands. " Oh 
Redmond, Redmond, this sudden joy is almost more 
than we can bear." 

"Now, spare me this hugging, and kissing, and 
hand-shaking," cried their son, "if you don't wish to 
kill me with too much kindness; listen to reason, 
comnmn sense, and truth. You can boih snap your 
fingers at Lord Leech to-morrow. We'll have our 
own home, our own land, and our own castle as well 
as his lordship. And to-morrow we'll fill the table 
with turkey, geese, lamb, ham, and every luxury in 
season and out of season that money c»m purchase. 
Li short, my dear father and mother, it won't be your 
own Redmond's fault, if you don't say it is the mer- 
riest Christmas Day you ever enjoyed." 
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Silent go and harmless come, 

Faincs of the stream — 
Ye who love the winter gloom. 

Or the gay moon-beam. 

—Gerald Oriffin, 

pOJ] may smile, and indeed 'tis no wonder, for I 
^ have often had to laugh myself, but as sure as 
Fm sittin' beside this hob, you'll hear many a 
more remarkable story about the seal than I'm goin' to 
tell ye. It is no uncommon thing along the coast o* 
Mayo an' Donegal to hear owld residenthers spake o' 
how the seal comes up fi*om its home in the ocean at 
sartin times, changin' itself into human form to sport 
about and divaii; on dhiy land, an' then go back to its 
natural shape whin its frolic is over. 

Some say it weai*s what's called a diving-cap, which 
it takes off after lavin' the water, an' while the cap is 
off it looks like any other livin' mortal ; an' I'm towld if 
any man, woman, or child happens to mc)^ up tlie cap 
unbeknownst to the seal, an' hide it or keep it, the seal 
will be forced to remain on dliiy land until the diving- 
cap is found or returned. It happened on one fine 
warm summei^'a evenin' that a native o' this sanje 
parish, one Andy Callaglian, went down after supper 
to the wather side to enjoy the fresh, cool breeze fr«>m 
the Atlantic, when all of a sudden, what did he spy 
but a lovely, sunny-faced child, dressed in a green sillc 

* 875 . 
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gown an* a rich scarlet cloak an' hood ! an' with her 
yellow ringlets an' lily white face she looked for all 
the world Tike a picture. 

She stood on a bunch of say weed, admirin' herself by 

f)eepin' into the water, which sarved as a lookin'-glass, 
ittle thinkin' that Andy Callajjhan wns so near; an' 
while t(he w)ia tidivatin' herself, what should Andy see 
beside his feet but a little silver-colored diving-cap, 
for 'tin often he heerd tell o' them, but never hud the 
luck to see wan before. 

" If I cuin only get liowld of it," siz he to himself,- 
**rni a nied man for life." 

With that, sir, he whips up the divinpr-cap an' slips 
it into tlie p<K*ket of his frieze coat.. An' 'twas then he 
heard the soft, sweet, low, waiUn' voice o' the little 
colleen — a voice so full o' sorrow that it touched 
Andy's heart 

** Here's a pilloloo," siz he. " As sure as I'm called 
Andy, it's a seal that's turned into a purty little fairy 
child. An' this is its cap I have in my coat-pocket." 

** Oh, what will I do at all ? " siz the little maiden, 
cryin' as if her heart would break. "Where will I go 
or what will become o' me t Oh, why did I lave my 
father^s palace I " 

" Troth, I must have been bom under a lucky star 
after al V siz Andy, " an' if I can only coax this little 
creature to come with me, what a comely companion 
she'll make for my darlin' daughter, Shelah I " An' 
she was a» beauty in airnest, decked out with rings 
an' precious gems, and her bright scarlet cloak drawn 
round her neck with a golden string ; faix, 'twas little 
wondher that poor Andy Callaghan thought himself a 
lucky man. Still, tlie briny tears kep' rowlin' down 
her cheeks as she looked around and could see no 
sign o' the silver-colored diving-cap. 

Andy knew well enough what the fairy child was 
cryin' for, but he was detarmined to stick to the divin'- 
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cap an' see what luck 'twould bring to his family; 
lor, in troth, the times went hard enough with Iiim ; 
what with failin' crops and heavy rent, it was barely 
from hand to mouth, although he worked Lite an* 
early, rain or shine, from Monday niomin' to Saturday 
i:it)lit. But as I said^ the fairy cliild was cryin' and 
n)4»anin' over the loss o' the cap. At hist Andy tuck 
pity on the creature, an' went over to where she wa«*, 
ai' tried t(i soothe her. 

-' \)\iv\ your purty eyes, acushla, an* come home to 
my cabin, an' I'll find ye a play-mate, an' wan you'll 
like, for it's my own little daughter Shelah I mane, a 
coIum-ii aihout your own age." 

Afer spakin' kindly to her the faytures o'the child 
. MU'-i tn change, for she gev Andy a sweet smile, 
<:iai look« il as bright as a sunbame. 

" i>u'f your name Andy Callaghan t " siz she, spakin* 
for the first tinte, as natural as I'm spakin* to you now. 

*' It is, my little May bush," siz Andy ; ** but how 
you come to bave it so pat upon your beautiful lips 
bates Bannagher ! " 

*' Oh, there's nothing strange in that, Mister Cal- 
laghan," siz the fairy child. *^ People where I come 
from know more than you imagine. 

"I wondher does she know I've got the silver- 
colored divin'-cap ! " siz Andy to himself. ** Will ye 
come home with me, my little jewel, till I make yoa 
acquainted with my family I " 

" Yes, Andy, I will," siz she, " if you jnst wait for 
one minit till I tell my father." She then put her lips 
down to the wather an* whispered some strange woras. 

Andy, seeia' the ripplin' o' the waves as she spoke^ 
axed her who her father was. 

'' He's the king of an ocean cave," siz sh^. 

" A king,*^ says Andy; "and d'ye tell me I have 
the mighty honor o' speaking to a king's daughter t " 

" You havei" says she. 
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" Have you many kings where you come from I ** 
siz^Andy. 

** Each tribe has its own monarch." 

" Then youVe not a republican child I " siz Andy, 
for Andy was very inquisitive. 

The fairy only smiled at him for his want o' knowl- 
edge. But for all that Andy was cuter than she gev 
him credit for. ** Well," siz he, *' wonders will never 
cease after this. It^s litttle 1 ever dreamed that I'd live 
to see the day when I'd be howldin' convarse with the 
lovely daughter of an ocean-king — but I'm afeard, dar- 
ling, you'll find my cabin but a poor exchange for your 
father's royal palace, but dickins a matter if 'tis agree- 
able to yonr purty self You're heartily welkim to 
come in an' taJce pot-luck." 

** What d'ye mane by pot-luck ? " siz the child. 

" It signifies," siz Andy, " that while you're under 
my roof you're at liberty to make the house your own 
an' to tsiice the best o' whatever is goin', without axin' 
lave or standin' upon the laste ceremony whatever. 
What's your answer, machree ? Is it a bargain I Will 
you comet" 

"With pleasure," siz the child; "I'm ready to 
follow you at once, for I'm very anxious to become 
acquainted with your daughtier ShelalL" 

And away Andy trudged for his cabin, as proud as 
Punch when he thought o' the honor he had in lad- 
ing a king's daughter across the threshold o' his 
little domicile. I needn't tell you that his family wor 
surprised first, and delighted after, when they found 
themselves on spakin' terms with a sprig o' royalty. 
They wor distant and over-polite at first, but the fairy 
child wa3 a rale little lad}^ an' soon made them feel at 
aise after puttin' them on an aquil futtin' with herself, 
for there was no Frenchified airs about her, no low, 
upstart pride ; everything she said an' done kern as 
natural as tlie breath she drew. 
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Shelah Callaghan and the fairy child became bosom 
friends at once. They'd ramble together across the 
meadows, along the hedges, pickin' the wild flowers, 
or up the steep mountain side, or down by tlie rocky 
say-shore. Ihey'd help aich other diggin* in the 
giirden, or doin' the liouse work, or milkin' the cows; 
but wlierever you w(»uld see wan, you might be sure 
the otlier wasn't for off — tliey wor like twins. The 
fii*st thing Andy did when he brought her home tlint 
night, and med her known to his family, was to slip 
out to the cabbcige garden at the back of his sheelin', 
where he mounted a little step-ladder that was agin' 
the wall, and climbs to the roof, an' what does he 
do but t&ikes the divin' cap from his pocket and hides 
it between the thatch, close behind the chimley I 

^' She'll never find it now, barrin' she's a witch 
intirely," siz Andy to himself. 

Well, sir, would you believe it, for three long yeara 
the Callaghan faniil}'' wor as happy as any family 
under the sun. Two more faithful an' lovin' com- 
panions never bi-athed than Shelah and the fairy 
child. Andy's patch o' land never thrived so well be- 
fore. The fairy child turned her gems an' jewels into 
ready cash, and helped to start the Callaghans on the 
high-road of fortune. 

At last, one fine mornin*, Andy was compelled to 
attend the fair o' Castlebar along with his wife, while 
Shelah with the fair}' child was to remain at home ; 
but just as Andy and the wife wor gettin' into the car, 
a note was clapped into his hand, sent by a first 
cousin o' tlie wife, wan o' the Dalys o' Castlebar, 
nxiiT Mi*s. Callaghan to brincy her daughter, Shelah, 
along with her, sayin' she'd like to see Jier, as it was 
nearly three years before that since she last set eyes 
on her, an' that she had a nice holiday gift waitin' for 
her. When Shelah heard this, the tears came to her 
eyes, for she never liked to be away from her com- 
panion. 
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" Dou*t cry, Shelali, dear,^ siz the fairy child ; *' Pll 
look after the house while you're away ; Fll keep my- 
self so busy that I won't feel the tiuiepassin' till you're 
back again." 

At last the Callaghans drove off in their car for 
Castlebar. An' when the fairy child was left alone, 
she wasn't idle. She scoured and polished everything 
that needed it, kindled a turf-fire, had the kettle 
boilin', sanded the floor ; in fact^ she had the place as 
brijfht as a new pin. 

Then she spied a small bit of a hole in the roof, tliat 
let in the rain, so she thought she'd* go an' stop it 
while she had the chance, an' out she goes into the 
garden, and after finding a wisp o' straw, she climbed 
the step-ladder, an' while she was gropin' about the 
thatch, what d'ye think she found but her own divin' 
cap! 

When she got howld o' that, she was a changed 
bein' intirely. All thoughts of her own bright home 
in the ocean palace rushed back to her mind once 
more. She could see her father, the king, and all his 
subjects, ready to welkim her back to her native 
place. 

But all the happy days she passed under the roof 
o' the Callaghans wor entirely forgotten, an' flew 
from her memory as if they'd never happened. And 
before the sun went down that evenin' she disappeared 
from Callaghan's cabin, an' was never seen again by 
any mortal eyes. The sorrow o' the Callaghans — 
little Shelah above all — when thev returned that night 
an' missed the fairy child, was lieart-breakin'. The 
first thing Andy did was to climb the step-ladder an' 
sai'ch the thatclu 

''Its gone I Its gone I" siz lie with a mournful 
eroan. *' An' Fm afeerd our good fortune will folly 
It'' 

However, they soon got over their grief, an' their 
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luck didn't change for the worse, as Andy seemed to 
think it would ; everything went well with them, but 
Andy always insisted that the chief cause of liis pros- 
perity was the finding o' tlie little silver-colored divia'- 
cap- 
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;JHE sun had just gone down behind the Keeper, 
the loftiest mountain in North Tipperary; in 
the same county there is a pleasant valley, not 
far from the thriving Town of Thurles ; it is dotted 
here and there with a cabin, a mansion, a crumbling 
tower, an old castle, and a stone bridge. 

On the bridge stood two men smoking their well- 
seasoned pipes, and watching the vagaries of the play* 
ful fish in the silvery stream that meandered through 
the peaceful vale. 

Jack Mulcahy, the stoutest of the two, was a shoe- 
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maker, and his broad face beamed with good-lmmor ; 
liis companion, Dinny Hoolaglian, a nailer by occupa- 
tion, was far from prepossessing. 

"Tell me, Jack, was it nilo music ye heard? ** 

"The beautifullest that ever chnnned the ear of 
man — but come, Hoolaglmn, my boy, now the sun is 
gone down, we'll go together, and Til convince you 
that it's trutli I'm telHn' you." 

They proceeded up a boreen, crossed a stile, and 
wended their way in the direction of the old castle. 

" There is the spot, Dinny, in the shape of a green 

• n 

ringr. 

"And wor ye friofhtened, Jnckl" said tlie nailer. 

"What a gom I'd be, to be frigl»tened of sounds 
tliat'ud do credit to an angel! Come quicker, man 
alive, and I'll wager ye a half o' gallon you'll hear it 
yourself, even if you wor as deaf as a post " 

" Maybe it's bewitchin' us they'll be if they ketch us 
prying into their sacrets." 

" I'm afeerd, Hoolaghan, you'll niver have an ounce 
o' siuse ; your head is nearly as nmch enu'ked as your 
owld bellows; put your best fut foremost, don't let the 
go<id jieople see ye make such a pilgarlic o' youi'self." . 

The stars were beginning to twinkle joyously 
throughout a deep blue sky; the atmosphere was clear 
and cloudless. Suddenly a sound of music was heard, 
music so low and soft, yet so exquisitely tender and 
pathetic, that it cast a spell over Jack and Dinny. 
At length the music ceasea. The moon filled the far- 
stretching landscape beyond an old windmill, that 
overlooked the ruined castle, with a melancholy 
brightness. 

Our friends having reached the green ring ah-eady 
alluded to, they beheld a diminutive figiu*e ascending, 
as it were, from the centre of the circle. The sight 
of this fantastic object perfectly bewildered the nailer: 
he was a Queer little man, with a wry, ro^ish face j 
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he wore a hat with a triangular brim, trinuiieJ witli 
gold lace; his decrepit body was clothed in an oddlv- 
shaped jerkin of scarlet; his knee-breeches and stock- 
ings were of the same hue ; his feet were encaned in a 
neat pair of shoes, with diamond-studded buckles. 

^' By all that's wonderful, it's a fairy shoe-maker," 
whispered Mulcahy. " Let us folly him, quick, he's 
makin' for the castle, look at the cunning little thief; 
run for your life Dinny, if we only ketch up to him 
there's a mine o' goold maybe waitin' for the pair of 
us," 

"Goold," echoed the nailer, who bore the reputation 
of being a close-fisted, miserly knave. "If there's 
goold to be got I'm wid ye, wid all the veins o' me 
heart" 

The old castle once belonged to an ancient family, 
great and powerful, but now totally extinguished ; a 
few sheep and cattle find an occasional shelter within 
the bare walls of what was once a banquetting room ; 
pigs and poultry may be seen rooting among the earth 
and stones where, at a happier period, ancient lawns 
afforded relaxation to the young, the gay, and the 
light-hearted. In short, the branches of this ancient 
family were doomed to wither one by one, and there 
stands the remnant of their possessions, falling away 
year after year, stone after stone. 

" Powdher o' war I " cried Jack, " see my little gin- 
tleman where he is now, look* how he climbs the 
castle-wall by the clumps of ivy, as brisk as a monkey; 
he's lookin' at us. I'll spake up to him. ^ It's a fine 
Bight, friend.' " 

** It is," answered the dwarf; " if you wish to make 
many with me in the castle, you are both welcome to 
a sate at my mahogany." 

"Your command is our pleasure," said the nailer, 

"Obey me, and you'll never want gold ; deceive me, 
and you may have cause to rue jrour action," said the 
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dinunutive 8tran<jer as be descended from the wall. 
" Follow me ! " He then led his visitors through a low, 
narrow archway of red freestone. 

The moon shed a strong flood of mellow h'ght, 
which fell in a broad stream through the roofless ruin, 
as they ascended a flight of steps. 

**Hcre we are," said the stranger, ushering his 
guests into the banquetting hall. Sit down ; I hope 
you'll feel at home. See, the table is already loaded 
with every delicacy ; but before we dine it is an in- 
variable rule of mine to shave and shampoo my guests, 
that they may present a clean appeanmoe at my table ; 
here is a gigantic razor I have for the puri)Ose. 

" Now, gentlemen, say the word. Which of you 
is ready f I think you, my friend, are in the most 
need," said he to the nailer. " Sit still now, and I'll 
whip off that big beard in no time. There, I told 
you; no sooner said than done; your face is as bare 
as the p«ilm of your hand. Wipe your face now, and 
take your place at the table," 

Slulcahy having undergone the same process, all 
three sat down ; after the feast, which they discussed 
with a zest that reflected credit on their appetites, the 
stranger addressed them : 

"Gentlemen, before you take your leave, I must 
make you both a handsome present Behold, yonder 
is an old vault piled to the ceiling with turf; go each 
of you and fill your pockets as full as you please, and 
take my word for it, you won't be sorry when you 
wake up to-morrow morning." 

Jack and Dinny filled tlieir pockets accordingly ; 
after which they were conducted fron) the castle into 
tlie open air by their polite but eccentric host, who 
wished them good niglit, good luck, and briglit 
dreams. 

The moon was rolhng over the blue peaks of the 
Keeper, and the sound of the neighboring convent 
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bell infoinned Jack nnd Dinny that it was midnight. 
On reaching the vilhige where they dwelt as next 
door neighbors, they separated and retired for tlie night. 

The next morning both men were up bright and 
early. Tlieir first action was to empt}'' their pockets 
of the turf; but what was their unspeakable astonish- 
ment when tliey beheld, instead of lumps of turf, large 
nuggets of shining gold. They were both rich men. 
Jack Mulcahy was the happiest man in Ireland. The 
nailer wni not quite so jubilant as his companion. . 

'* Had win' to me for an omadhawn," said he to 
Jack ; *' if J knew as much as I do now, I'd have 
filled my caubeen wid the precious turf that turns 
into golden pieces; begoiTa, I'd like to own the bog 
whei-e this turf grows." 

"Is that your thanks for your good fortune? Troth, 
Dinny, I never knew a miser like you, that didn't sup 
sorrow sooner or later. I wouldn't have such a dried- 
np heart as yours in my body for the wealth of the 
universe." 

" Howld your wlust^ Jack. Sure, no one can have 
too much o' the precious metal in these days Answer 
me wan thing. Jack I " 

"Whatisitt" 

" Promise me you'll visit the same castle to-night^ 
an' we'll take a big sack apiece wid us, and bring 
home the full of it ; an' then, hurroo, me boy, for a 
life o' divarshin'. What d'ye say t " 

" All I have to say," cried Jack, " is, that I'm con- 
tint with enough." 

" Faix, it's aisy to plaze simpletons. Then, I'm not 
contint Tell me, will you come again to-night after 
sunset?" 

" I'll go with ye, if you're afraid o' your own com- 
pany, an' I don't blame ye, for you couldn't have 
much worse." 
•*' Will ye take a sack wid yef" 
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**No, Dinnyi Til do no such thing; Fve more 
goold now than I can properly manage.** 

" Have your own way, Jack ; if you won't bring a 
sack, I will" 

** You're a greedy gi*aball, Dinny.'* 

" An' you're an honest gomolulcei Jack ; however, 
you'll grow wiser some day." 

HooToghan, hawing carefully conceailed his treasure 
in a comer of his forge, lost no time in securing a 
goodly sized sack in anticipation of another golden 
harvest 

Both men were ready at tlie appointed hour. On 
their way to the castle they heard tlie same entrancing 
music issuing from the green ring. 

They were conducted to the banquetting hall of 
the castle by their dwarfisli host; they were shaved, 
dined, and wined, and invited to approach tlie turf pile 
and fill their pockets, as on the previous night Jack 
loaded his poclcets and was contented ; Hoolaghan load- 
ed his sack, his pockets, and his hat, and even then was 
dissatisfied ; he found it somewhat difficult to wear his 
turf laden caubeen, and to make him, if possible, look 
more ludicrous, his host during the process of shaving 
bad left the crown of his head as bai'e and smooth as a 
child's face. 

The dwarf bade them good night, and expressed a 
hope that each of his guests might be rewarded ac- 
coi'ding to his deserts. Both were highly elated when 
tliey reached the village. 

They were up with the lark the next moi-ning. 

*' I am as rich as an emperor," cried Jack MuTcahy, 
as he drew nugget after nugget of the yellow metal 
fix>m his pocket " I'll build a big mansion for my 
family, ana I'll help every poor man, woman, and child 
in the parish as long as I have the manes to do it I'll 
take a peep in the looking-glass to see am I myself. 
Yes, there's not a fay ture clianged ; my hair is on ray 
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head as tight as ever it was, and that's more than poor 
Hoolaghan can say, for the little fairy man scalped 
him entirely, and left him as bare as a bladder o' lard" 

Meanwhile Dinny Hoolaghan was fuming, and danc- 
ing with rage, and would have torn his hair out if he 
had had any to tear ; he passed up and down the forge 
like a wild animal, uttering fearful maledictions against 
sheoges, poochus, leprechauns, and fairy people in gen- 
eral. The golden harvest he had brought home in the 
sack, in his pockets, and his hat, proved to be no metal . 
at all, but a species of veiy indifferent black tui*f;not 
only that, but his hidden treasure of the previous 
night had undergone the same base transformation. 

" Oh ! the curse o' Cromwell on my greed I Why 
wasn^t I contint when I had enough t Now I'm with- 
out money or manes. Oh, that hop o' my thumb de- 
saver I not only to schame me out o' the goold, but to 
rob me o' my head o' hair. What'll I do at all, at all t 
I'll have to wear a wig, or I'll be the laughin' stock o' 
the parish ; no wonder I couldn't have better luck after 
my covetousness." 

Jack Mulcahy used every effort to console the de- 
jected nailer. 

" Don't be cast down, Dinny," said Jack ; " we went 
. to the castle together, and I'll not forget you." 

Mulcahy kept his promise. The nailer never recov- 
ered his hair. There was always a seat at Jack's fire- 
side for the poor and the stranger. 

Should there happen to be any incredulous reader, 
I can only add that I have related in substance what 
is chronicled and vouched for, even to this day, by a 
lineal descendant of Jack Mulcahy, the hero of the 
Golden Tur£ 
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" Mv name is Larry Doolin, 
I*m a native of' the soil 
If yo want a day's divarsion, 
ril drive you out in style. 
My car is painted red an' green. 
And on the door a star — . 
The pride o* Dublin City 
Is my Irish jauntin* car." 

—Old Ballad. 

Yj^Ji^ARRY DooHn was a car-driver by occupation. 
;l 'd\ He lived in the small village of Balrudderj, 
about fourteen miles from Dublin. Larry was a 
thoughtless, happy-go-lucky sort of fellow, whose 
favorite maxim was to '> trust to luck and take the 
world easy." Those who have never travelled in the 
Green Isle can form but a very inadequate idea of the 
wit and humor of an Irish jarvy. 

Larry DooHn, for instance, if you happened to be a 

passenger of his, had a hundrea methods of gaining 

your confidence, yet in such a manner as to render it 

impossible for jrou to subject him to the charge of im- 

)uld offer advice without appearing 

. command your movements with- 

;erfere in the least with your own 

^een remarked that in England and 

ions bully the traveller out of his 

arry Doolin's passengers his simple 

or coax it out of them. ^^ In troth, 
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Sir,** he would say, " I know 'tis eveiy farthin' I have 
a right to expect, but jist for the sake o' your own 
dacint reputation, to say nothin' o' mine, another sliil- 
Hn' wouldn't do ye the laste harm — 'twould prove ye 
wor well plazed with the jaunt an' wished to show like 
a gintleman, as I'm sure ye are, sir, the high regard 
you had for the counthry." 

Larry was a very tall, powerful man, but good-temp- 
ered and gentle as a child. It wns tlirough the liber- 
ality of Mulachie O'Brien, a courtly Irish gentleman, 
who resided on his ancesti'al property in Balruddery, 
that LaiTy Doolin was enabled to purchase his own 
car. It was about the fifth year after Larr}- had started 
in business on his own account, that he called one 
morning, as was his custom, upon his. old friend and 
patron, to ascei'tain what orders he had for Dublin, for 
Larry had daily commissions from seveml of the 13al- 
ruddery people, which he always executed, as he said 
himself, with " promptitude and dispatch." 

It happened to be Christmas Eve, and the next day 
the noble-hearted Malachie O'Brien would have cele- 
brated the sixtieth anniversary he had spent in the 
house where five generations had preceded him. For 
sometime previous to this, Lany had heard rumors 
from the lips of Mary that the circumstances of the 
O'Briens were changed for the worse. 

Larry felt the situation keenly indeed. 

" I hope it's not true," he would frequently say ; 
** but I'm afeerd it is. What would I be doin' to-day 
if it wasn't for the warm-hearted gintleman, Malachie 
O'Brien t Maybe it's stone-breakin' I'd be for a bit 
an' sup, instead o' bein' the proprietor of a horse an' 
car." 

On being sent for to the parlor he was much more 
civil than usual Yet his heart smote him when 
O'Brien placed in his hand a far shorter list than here- 
tofore of the fare that was required. 
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*' An' lias it dwindled to tlu8, Miss Eveleen ? ^ said 
Larry, addressing O'Brien's daughter. " I'm sure 'tis 
little YOU or your father ever dramed that the fine 
owld family would come to this pass. In the Christ- 
mas times not so long ago it used to tax my car to 
hold the stock I'd be bringin' yez from Dublin, but 
now, faixj a small-sized poi*t-mantel would be too big 
to carry what's on this list." 

*'You forget, I^rry, there's only Eveleen and I 
now," observed O'Brien. 

"Troth, that's thrue, sir. Yoiir two noble sons, 
Dermot and Cormac, I know they're both far away 
beyond the big Atlantic Hay Heaven prosper them 
and send them back safe and sound to their own land." 

About half an hour after this interview with the 
O'Briens LaiTy was seated on* his jaunting car, as 
bright and jovial as usual, driving along the Dublin 
road and singing snatches of an old ballad, a few lines 
of which, as well as we can remember, were as 
follows ; 

'' Tve roamed the world over, from Dublin to Dover, 
But in all the strange countries wherever Pve been 
I ne'er saw an island, on sea or on dry land 
Like my own little, sweet native island of green." 

He had not proceeded two miles, however, when he 
began to assume a serious air. 

'* Poor darlin' Eveleen!" he mused; "I believe 
there was far more sorrow than gladness in the smile 
she gev me when I was lavin' the house. I thought I 
could spy the silent tear glistenin' in her mild blue eye, 
but if it's thine what I'm towld consamin' the .noble 
[)wld family, I'm not surprised at the tears o' the poor 
lady. Oh, tatheration ! but doesn't it bate the mischief, 
that such a noble family should ever know what it i^ 
x> be in want. 

'^ I hear there's a chance open to them yet, that is, 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



292 T0RF-F1RE SToniEfi. 

if Malacliie O'Brien would only keep out o' the clutch- 
es o' the sheriff's officers and bailiiTs by hidin' liiniself 
for a few months, so ns tx> avoid arrest; but I know 
him too well, he's too proud-spirited to shrink from 
danger. Why, sure, the very ivy on the walls o' the 
owld mansion Hciesn't cling to it as much as the heart 
of Malachie O'Brien does. No ; I feel convinced he'll 
never lave Balruddery or tlie home of his ancestors 
until the full force o' the law compels him." 

Larry an-ived in Dublin early in the day, and made 
all the haste he could in executing his commissions, 
and in the course of a very few houi*8 his car was pret- 
ty well loaded. 

** I don't think I've done so bad, when I take into 
consideration the number of ordhers I've to attend to," 
he soliloquized with a self-satisfied air, while arrang- 
ing his stock. 

"There's the hams for the Nugents, the leg o' mut- 
ton for the Blakes, the pair o' ducks for Tim Hennessy, 
the twist loaves for Mrs. Lynch ; thor's the plums, the 
raiisins, the Christmas candles, the ejrgs, the butter, an' 
the turkeys for the O'Briens, long life to them. An' 
here's the essence o' bog an' barley I got in Capel 
Sti'eet, as a Christmas-box for myself — a quart bottle, 
no less — besides the tay, an' sugar, an' spices, with 
many other little odds an' ends too numerous to men- 
tion. Oh, bedad, I wiis nearly forgettin', there's the 
Hide o'pork to be got for Frank Keating, an the slate 
niul pencil for Pat Cavanagh's child, an' the jumpin' 
jack an' hobby-horse for the Kinchellas." 

Before sunset Lany left Dublin in excellent spirits, 
himself and his mare refreshed by rest and abundance 
of good provender ; but before he h<id reached the first 
mile-stone on the road to Balruddery he saw two men 
8t:iuding beside the hedge. 

** It's a grand eveniu'," cried Larry as he cracked his 
wliip and admonished the mare that it was his desire* 
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that she should forthwith proceed with the speed o' 
lightniii'. 

"Its a grand evenia' entirely, sir/' replied the two 
strangrers as they approached the car. 

** Which direction are yez thravelin't" asked Lairy. 

** Indeed, we have had a long trudge of it," re- 
sponded one of the men ; ** we must reacli Balruddery 
to-night, an' we've nothing to carry us but shanks 
pony." 

" Balruddery ! " cried Lany, " then you're in luck. 
Jump up, both o' ye. Ye get one o' ye on aich side o' 
the car." 

Larry then set about arranging his Christmas stock, 
and balanced his passengers according to the usual 
mode, one on each side. 

They had proceeded but a short distance, when the 
strangers connnenced questioning Lany, who was 
nothing loth to reply to their inten'ogatories. He 
soon found that his information was received witli 
avidity. They asked several questions touching tlie 
present condition of his patron, Malachie O'Brien. 

'^ Poor gintleman, unless he can get a big amount 
o' money before this day week, I'm afe^rd he'll be 
biddin' good-b3'e to the owld mansion that has shel* 
tered the O'Briens for more than five generations." 

" He had two sons, Dermot and Cormac ; what has 
become o' them-? " asked one of the strangers. 

"Two noble boys," said Lany. "They're both 
abroad, in Ameriky, I believe, seekin' for a foitune, 
which I hope they'll soon find." 

" Abroad ! " exclaimed one of the men. " So much 
the better for our little plan ; what d'ye think, Eory f* 
he added in a whisper to his companion. 

" 'Twill be all the more asey to sarve owld Malachie 
with the papers," answered the other, sotto voce. 

Now, it happened that Larry, although he was 
driving at a furious rate, had overheard every word of 
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the whispered convei^sation of his mysterious pas- 
.sengers. 

** It's the sheriffs officers I'm carryin'/' lie muttered 
to himself; "the bai'eface pair o' thimblemen ; but Til 
purtind to be ignorant an' take them tlio wrong road." 

^'Gintlemen," said he, ** I see it's begiunin' to snow, 
an' tlie night is gettiu' might)'' cowld, but there's a 
dacint fi*iend o' mine — one Ned O'Loughlin — ^keeps a 
shebeen not two miles from here, an' I'll go bail when 
he mixes us one o' his tumblers o' punch we'll be able 
to face the storm." 

At length they came to a cerhiin cross-roads, where 
LaiTy's mare tried to get the reins between her teeth 
and go one way, while her master was even more 
obstinate in his resolve that she should go another. At 
last, by dint of blows and abuse, he succeeded in com- 
pelling her to take a very lonely and disused road, 
and in a very short time he drew up before tlie she- 
been of his friend, Ned O'Loughlin, whore he per- 
suaded his passengers to alight and get a drop to 
warm tliem. 

Having succeeded so far, there was little difficulty 
when tlieir gbject and occupation were known in pre- 
vailing on O'Loughlin and two or three more trust- 
worthy friends then in the shebeen to forcibly bind 
tlie obnoxious sheriffs officei*s hand and foot and keep 
them tliere for as many houi*s as Larry Doolin should 
tliink proper. Leaving Lairy for the present, I shall 
relate what occun*ed at the m.ansion of the O'Briens. 

"I wonder," saiid Eveleen to her father, " what can 
possibly have delayed Larry Doolin?" It is now 
half past ten." 

The old gentleman, who had been walking up and 
down the room with a restless step, paused. 

*' I wish he was come, my dear. There has been 
a heavy snow storm ; I shall have no letters to-night 
You qiU8( be fati^ed, Eveleen | it is time to go to 
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bed." And then he sighed heavily and resumed his 
walk. 

The gentle colleen retired to her own room, but not 
to rest Even had she* felt so inclined, the heavy 
tmmp of her father's footstep overhead would have 
banished repose. Suddenly the bough of an aged oak 
which grew aluioht against her chamber window be- 
cimie violently agitated, and at the same instant she 
saw a man look into the room. 

Her fii*st impulse was to scream, but she checked 
hei-self and rushed to the door. 

** Miss Eveleen," said the man at the window, " don't 
be afeerd, machree, for Larry DooHn would lose his 
life to save wan hair o' your darlin' head from harm." 

Eveleen being thus reassured, approached the win- 
dow, which she raised and admitted Larry into tlie 
chamber. 

*' Now LaiTy," said she, "be good enough to ex- 
plain the cause of this stninge conduct" 

" In wan minit, Miss Eveleen," said Larry, leaning 
out of the window and shaking the sleet of a December 
night from his rugged coat ** I see there's a light in 
your fathei-'s room above, an' that's his step all the 
world over. I've had a purty lively time of it, but 
I've got the thieves snugly traj)ped at last" 

** Trapped ! " exclaimed Eveleen. 

" Yes, miss — the dirty sheriflfs officers ; I've got them 
netted in their own burrow. Oh, if ye can only coax 
your fatlier to quit the owld house till the danger is 
over! I'll get the car ready an' dhrive him to the 
world's end and back — ^'tis that brought me here; 
that's why I climbed the tree, thinkin' to rache his 
room unbeknownst to you. But maybe, jewel, you 
will go up to his room and raison out the case wid 
him. Tell him that Larry Doolin has a true heart an* 
a good memory. Tell him my car is at his sarvice. 
Sure, isn't it his own car, aii' the mare — the decaiver— 
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sho was tiear sellin' the pass on me at the cross-roads ; 
but go, asthore, for every minitis worth a pot o* 
goold/' • 

The next evening Larry Doolin was seated beside a 
blazing jturf-fire in the shebeen . already referred to, 
taking a warm glass of punch. He appeared to be ex- 
ceedingly happy, and no wonder, for it was Christmas 
Day, a time of ioy and festivity. 

" Bedad, Ned," said Larry, addressing his host, " I 
niver made sich a foo paw before — the two buckoes 1 
left in your charge last night" 

" The sherift's offic>ei'8, ye mane," intern pted Ned. 
** They gev me the slip in grand style, ^^hey bruck 
loose about 4 o'clock this mornin'. I gev chase after 
them through the snow, but they wor too fleet on their 
pins for me." 

** Why, man alive," said Larry, " haven't ye guessed 
yet who they wor I No; nor ye wouldn't if ye cud- 
geled yer bmins till this time next Christmas. They 
wor too well disguised wid the false beards they wore 
on their faces ; but I'll make it clear to you. One o' 
them was Dermot O'Brien and the other was Cormac, 
his brother." 

*< D'ye tell me tliat for a fact t I thought they were 
in Ameriky." 

** So did I, but they're in Ireland to-day, for I had 
my Chnstmas dinner wid them at their father's table 
in the owld mansion. They kem over to the house 
this mornin' early, just as I was preparin' to cany their 
father far away from Balruddeiy, beyond the reach of 
tlie law, and what do you think, but they've brought 
home money galore, that was left to them by an un- 
cle, the owner, I beh*eve, of a big cotton plantation. 
So, after all, ye see, Malachie O'Brien will be able, in 
spite o' the law, to keep the roof that sheltered his an. 
cestors for generations over his own head as long as 
lie lives.^ 
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Lany Doolin is now the proprietor of three jaunting 
cai*8. He 16 making money hand over fist, and is just 
as liappy a man to-day as you would find within the 
foui* seas of Ireland 
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tjT one end o' the Valley o' Glendalough, there is a 
»^ narrow road lading to the ruins of the Ancient 
City, about a mile away, an' the first thing tliat'll 
ketch your eye will be thj Ivy Church, as 'tis called, 
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bekase o' the gi*een coverin' which has clung to it ever 
since tlie days when Ireland was a grand an' glorious 
free nation. Well, sir, not a thousand miles from the 
Ivy Church is a fairy rath, which is a round, circular 
meadow, suiTOunded by a mound overgrown with 
fui*ze bushes. At die time Vm spakin' of, there lived 
near Hollywood, on the borders o' Elildare, a little 
man, by the name of John Q'Hara. He had a pleas- 
ant, smilin\ open face, an' liQ was known by owld and 
young to be as dai*.int and honest as tlie sun above 
our heads. The only impertection about him was 
that he'd a hump on his back. He was a brogue- 
maker by trade, an' a better brogue-maker, I'm towld, 
'twould be hard to find. He had plenty o' custom, 
an' was always as busy as a bee. 

However, wan pleasant moonlight evenin', little 
John O'Hara started out for a ramble, by way of 
divarsion. after gettin' through a hard day's work, and 
where would he make for but the fairy rath. So, wid 
the help o' the steppin' stones, he crossed the Glenda- 
6on river, an' after passin' a strame which is called St. 
Kevin's rivulet, it wasn't many minits before he kem 
up to the rath; an' no^sooner did he niche the spot 
than he said to himself: 

** What's this at all comin' over me. If I got a 
king's ransom this minit I don't think I could keep my 
eyes open." 

At last, when he felt the drowsiness so heavy on 
him, he filled his dhudeen an' tried what virtue tbere 
would be in a few whiffs; but 'twais of no use. Tho 
more he thried to rouse himself, the sleepier he g(»t^ 
till at last he was so overpowered, he was forced to 
lie down in a dhrv ditch, where he was soon snorin' 
away like a good fellow. An' such drames as he had ! 
He thought he could see tremenduous armies dhrawii 
up in line o' battle, an' he could hear the loud roar o' 
the cannon, an' the sound o' trumpets an' drums. 
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When all of a sudden he awoke, an' found that he 
was fominst a biff gap in wan o' the Wicklow Moun- 
tains. After makin' liis way through tlie gap, he 
thought he was at some grand oall, for there was bright 
lights, an* music, an* green, velvet- cushioned chairs, 
an' great galleries ; in fact, it was a dale finer than the 
round room o' the Botunda in Sackville Street ; but 
such a gatherin o' quai^e lookin' little men and women, 
I don't believe, was ever seen before nor since. Every 
wan o' tliem seemed to dote upon music, for tliey had 
all sorts of instruments : harps, fiddles, bugles, bag- 
pipes. But sure, 'twould take me till tliis time to- 
morrow to name them all to ye. 

Well, when John O'Hara entered, every mother's 
son of the little cratures had their little piercin' eyes 
fixed on him ; but for all that, it didn't interrupt their 
sports, for the singin', dancin', laffin', an' music went 
on just the same , an' 'twas a comical sight to see the 
little attomies in their red steeple-hats, an' their merry, 
roguish faces, an not wan o' them much bigger than a 
midget But the strangest thing of all was the quare 
drone of a song thev wor singin'; it hadn't any 
change at all, at all, but was* the same dhrawl from 
beginnin' to end. Troth, wan 'ud think they'd get 
tired of it some time, but not a bit of it They 
kep' on just the same as if it was the beautifullest an' 
sweetest o' melodies. As neai* as I can iog my 
memory it was something after this fashion : 

"Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, 
Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, 
Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday.'' 

That was about the whole sum an' substance of it 
Well, little John O'Hara shook his head as much as 
to say: 

'^ \L think I could do a thrifle better than that my- 
self/ 
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For John was bit of a poet, nn' was thouglit a good 
singer to boot. So he tuck pit}'' on the little people, 
seein' them doomed, as he thought, to sing such a 
humdhrum air as that, without any variation. So, 
bein' a polite, civil-spoken man, he iips and says: 

*' Ladies an' gintlemen, if I'm n<»t makin' too free, 
I'd like to improve that song o' youi-s ; you'll find it 
])leasanter and more melodious, after I put tlie finish- 
ing toucli to it, tliat is, provided you're all agreeable." 

After he said that he thought they wor goin' to kill 
him with kindness, for the good people, they say, 
always have respect for a. man wid a civil tongue m 
his head. They wor all united in allowin' him to im- 
prove the song, an' yelled out their consent like a 
chorus o' school chilaher. 

" Well, then, good people," siz O'Hara, clearin' his 
throat, '^ since I have your lave, I'd like to add tliese 
three lines." — ^An' away he started to sing in fine 
style : 

'* Thursday, Friday, Saturday, . 
Tluu-sday, Friday, Saturday, 
Thursday, Friday, Saturday." 

The cheers that followed this improvement wor 
enough to lift the roof. O'Hara plazea them so much, 
that a little fiddler and a Tomtit of a piper wor so full 
o' delight, that they perched on his two shouldei*s, an' 
began pattin' him on the back to show their kindness 
an' respect ; but O'Hara didn't care a farthin' for that, 
for he wasn't aisy to flatther. After a while they all 
gathered round him, an' towld him they wor under 
great obligations to him for the magicaPchange his 
words made to their song. 

" Well, if its plazin' to ye, good people," siz he, 
'' we'll start from the beginnin' till we see if it's much 
improved by the addition I've added to it Now, 
then, fire away— 
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" Monday, Tuesday, A\'«;dnesday, 
Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, 
Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday. 
Thursday. Friday, Saturday, 
Thursday, Friday, Saturday, 
Thursday, Friday, Saturday." 

A memer crowd ye couldn't find, as tliey rattled 
away, an' when the song wiis over, another burst o' 
fairy cheers wiis given, so shrill an piercin' that they 
made O'Hara's lieai ache. 

** Now, my dacint man," siz the Uider o' the party, 
steppin' up to O'Hara, carry in a fiddle in his fist about 
the size o' himself, — an' that's not snyin' nmcli, for a 
small-sized brogue would howld both fiddle an' man 
— *' now," siz he, '* just say what you'd like for a re- 
ward, air, take my word, 'twill be granted t'ye an' no 
questions axed." 

"I'm very thankful to you, good people," sez 
O'Hara, ** but I'll ax no reward in the shape of worldly 
riches. Still, there's wan favor I wish you'd do me, an' 
that is to remove this inconvanience from my baick. 
If you do that nmch for me, I'll be able to howld up 
my head wid any other man in the County Wicklow." 

"Oh, that's simple enough," sez the lader, snappin' 
liis finger as the signal, an' the miuit after all the little 
people collected round O'Hara like a swarm o' bees, 
from eveiy part of the buildin*, some o' them droppin' 
down from the roof, an' the wliole o' them lit on his 
shouldei^s till they had him wei<rhed down with his 
nose almost to the floor. But it wasn't for long, for tlie 
lader 8na|)ped his fingei*s agin, an' when O'Hara riz up 
he found himself as stniight as a msb, with no hump 
or incumbrance whatever to his back. 

Bright and early the next mornin' O'Hara was 
trudgin' back with a light heait to Hollywood, as 
comely a lookiu' man as you'd chip eyes on in a day's 
wsdk. When be got homo every ii-icnd i;' his in the 
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parish wor as glad a8 himself to find he was no longer 
a poor hunchback, but as sUitely an' handsome as an 
Irish prince o' die good owld times. 

O'Hai-a's wondherful cure spread like wildfire, both 
near and fai*, from parish to pm*Ish ; it was soon on 
every lip in the County Wicklow. 

Now it happened that in the Vale of Glenmalure 
there was another hum}>ed-back man. He was a 
tailor by trade, but he was difterent from O'Hara botli 
in manner and appeiunnce. He was a dhawny, sour, 
cross-grained, crabbed hop-o'-my-lhumb. You d think 
he was fed on notliin' but lemon-juice all his life. He 
lived with his mother in a small bit of a cabin, an' his 
motiier was the only friend he had in the world, for no 
wan liked to cotton to him bekase of his spiteful, 
crooked timper. His name was Peery Gilligaui. Well, 
his poor mother, hearin' of how O'Hara was cmvd, 
towld her son Peery about it, for in sjiite of his failin' 
she tuck great pride in him. Well, after coaxin' him 
awhile he consinted to tiy the experiment So off 
they started wan evenin' after sunset, an' when he got 
near the rath he felt the same stupid, sleepy sensiition 
as O'Ham did. 

** So, when his legs gave way, he lay down in the 
dhry ditch, an' wjis soon in the land o' drames. The 
mother then left him alone for fear o' spoilin' the 
charn), an' went home to her c;ibin. Peery haddninies 
the same as O'liara, and was soon in the big round 
room among the good j)eople, but their singin' seemed 
to displaze him, an' he was too ignorant to keep 
his opinion of it to himself while in their company. 

** D'ye call that singin' f " sez he ; ** why, I can find a 
lot o' chatterin' magpies that will bate yees hollow. If 
yeez can't produce more harmony than that, take my 
advice an' fling away your insti-umenta be the husht, 
and go oflF quietly to bed." 

** Who is this dai-in' vilyuu ? " siz the lader o' the 
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good people, ''that has tlie impudence to show Iiis 
nose among his supanors. Get at him and teach him 
manners.^ 

Well, in a jiffy poor Peery Gilligan was covered 
with them from head to feet 

" Fleetwing,'* siz the lader to one o' the nimblest, 
" bring down O'Hara's hump till we reward this gentle- 
man,^ an' before ye could turn round Fleetwing was up 
to the roof an' down again with O'Hara's hump, which 
he fastened to the little tailor's back, so that Peery 
Gilligan, when he left them, had two humps to carry 
away instead o' wan. So ye see, a civil tongue is the 
best after all; it's chape enough, at any rate, for 
politeness doesn't cost a single farthin'. 

An'- as ye see yourself, it was just the want o' 
civility that brought the double affliction on the back 
o' little Peery Gilligan, the tailor o' the Vale of Glen- 
malure. 
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*' In Liiggolaw's deep wooded vale. 

The summer eve was dying ; 
On lake and cliff, and rock and dale, 
A lulling calm was lying ; 

Soft gloom fell from the mountain's breast 

Upon the lake declining ; 
And half in gentle shade was drest. 

And half lilce silver shining/' 

—Oerald Griffin. 

IF the mischievous class of beings composing the 
^^ Irish fairy mytliology, the Phooka is pre-emi- 
nent In form lie is a very Proteus — generally 
a horse, but often an eagle. The ^reat object of tlw 

9^ 
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Phooka seems to be to obtain a rider, and then he is 
all in his most malifjnant glory. Headlong he dashes 
through briar antl brake, through flood and fell, over 
mountain, valley, and moor, indiscriminately. Up or 
down precipice is «like to hin), ])rovided he gi'atifies 
the malevolence that seems to inspire him. He bounds 
and flies over and Jbeyond tliem, gratified by the dis- 
tress and ruthlc^sof the cries and suffering of the luck- 
less wight wlio bestrides him. 

In the County of Wicklow is the solemn and dreary 
solitude out of which rushes the waterfall of the Poul- 
a- Phooka, terminating in a whirlpool of depth, it is 
ssiid, unfathomed, and where the famous spirit-horse 
holds its nightly revels, luring unhappy wayfaiers into 
the frigthful vortex formed byjthe waters of the cata- 
ract ; its summit is crowned by an exceedingly pictur- 
esque bridge of a single arch, the span of which is 
sixty-five feet thrown from rock to rock. Poul-a- 
Phooka is the name given to a succession of cataracts 
one hundred and fifty feet in height and foity in breadth, 
over which the waters of the Liffey are precipitated. 
Tliis river rises in the northeixst, in the Kippure 
Mountains, and here, at one bound, as it were, springs 
from the hills to the valley. 

One strange tradition of the Phooka, which was re- 
lated b};a Wicklow peasant, I shall endeavor to present 
to the reader as nearly as I can in his own diction. 

"Ton me word, sir,^said he, "I often wondher 
how little Dinny Hennessy contrived to keep his sate 
on the Phooka's back. Dinny, you see, sir, was a 
tinker by tnide, and a betther tinker niver earned a 
budget than the same Dinny Hennessy ; but how he 
managed the fairy horse, sir, surpasses my knowledge 
intirely.** 

" Does the Phooka always appear in the form of a 
horse f I ventured to inquire. 

'*A horse, is it I Faix, sir, there isn't an animal in 
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the Zoological Gai-dens tliat the Phooka couldn't turn 
himself into. You'd not be able to find a more thricky 
vagabone of a faiiy from this to himself. Why, man 
alive, when it phizes him he can take the shape of a 
crowned king or a hungry beggannan wliile ye'd be 
snappiu' yer fingers. You may look on him now as a 
poor cripple limpin' about wid a crutch, an' whoo ! be- 
fore ye hav« time to wink an eye he'll stand before 
ye dressed like the Juke o' Loiiistcr or maybe the 
Lord Msiyoro' Dublin. Yis, indeed, he can take any 
shape he likes, the rapparce ; but when he's bent on 
playin' his pranks on a poor mort^il I'm towld he ap- 
pears mostly as an aigle or a horse. 

*' But as I was tellin' ye about the brave little tinker. 
Wan warm evenin' in June, just before the sun went to 
its bed in the west, Dinny Hennessy was sittin' at 
the back of his snug thatched cabin, as busy as a bee. 
mendin' the bottom of a briglit copper kettle that was 
to be got ready for the hot water to make the punch 
that night at Murty Tierney's we<hliu'. The ssime 
kettle was used by Murty's ancestoi-s nuiny a <hiy be- 
fore in the good owld times. It was a precious relic 
that sarved to brighten up scores o' gay wed<Hn' jiar- 
ties befoi'e it kern into Miu'ty's family. Faix, sir, 
Murty prized it so nuich that he promised to pay Dinny 
Hennessy a golden guinea for his work if lie med a 
clane job of it, an' tuk it home safe in time for the 
weddin' faist, though, I dechu*e to ye, wan could 
buy as good an article bran-new for half a crown, or 
three shillin's at the most. But Murty had the proud 
blood in hin), and, of cooi^se, would scorn to be mane 
or nagerly, more betoken on his weddin' day, for 
that's a day that rarely comes nmro than wanst in a 
man's lifetime. Well, sir, just as little Dinny waa 
puttin' the finishin' touch on the copper kettle, who 
should salute him by name but a big, tall man, diesseU 
like a comfortable iWrner, 
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" * Mr. Hennessy, I believe f ' siz tlie stranger. 

" * That's what they call me/ siz Denny. * Though 
I haven't the pleasure o' knowin' your name.' 

" * You'll know it before you're a day owlder,' sic 
the 8ti*anger. 

" * Here's to our better acquaintance,' siz Dinny, 
takin' up a flask o' spirits he had beside him on his 
bench. * Will ye take a gurlogue ! ' 

"* That's something 1 never use/ siz the stranger. 
* There's mischief in the very sight of it' 

" * If that's the case, I'll just put it out o' sight/ siz 
Binny, tiikin' a mighty long pull at the flask till he 
left it as empty as a drum. 

•* * You are busy this evenin', I see,' siz the stranger. 

" * I always am,* sir, when there's an honest shillin' 
to be aimed,' siz Dinny, gi vin' the kettle a rub to put the 
shine on it 

" * If I'm not mistaken,' siz the stranger, 'you're to 
have that kettle ready for Murty Tierney's weddin' to- 
night' 

" * Faix, that's the truth, anyhow, an' there it is now, 
as sound an' solid as the first day it was made.' 

" * Isn't it nearly .time ye wor takin' it home f ' siz the 
other. 

*** That's far asier said than done,' siz Dinny. 
' Look at the hour it is, and the distance. Musha, 
sir, but isn't it a muitherin' shame they wouldn't build 
a bridge across the Poul-a-Phooka? Look at the 
round it would ssive me if there was only a bridge there 
tliis night' 

" * I can take ye over a short cut as asey as kiss yer 
hand,' siz die 8ti*anger. 

** * If ye do that,' siz Dinny, ' although you're a 
black stranger to me now, I'll look upon ye as the 
best friend I have in this world.' 

** * Fill your pipe, an' w^'ll have a chat before start* 
in'/ 8U5 the stranger. 
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" * I will/ siz Dinny, as he gtood upon his bench an' 
put the kettle on the thatch for safe-keepin'. ' This 
dhudeen,' siz he, takin' a pipe from his pocket and 
clearin' it wid a straw, Ms mighty cross-grained 
sometimes. When it's conthrary I might as well at- 
tempt to lift the round tower o' Glendalough an' carry 
it off under my arm as to get a whiff out o' this same 
pipe. Hurroo ! The road is clear at last It's as 
clane as a whistle.' 

" ' Fill it from this,' siz the stranger, givin' him a box 
of beautiful tibakky. 

" * Anything to oblige a sti'anger,' siz Dinny, stufBn' 
his dhudeen. 

** * Strike a light now an' puff away till you're tired,' 
siz the other. 

" * Ye may lave it to me for settin' the machinery in 
motion,' siz Dinny. But, sir, no sooner did he turn 
his back to strike the light than — murder alive ! he felt 
the collar of his frieze coat caught from behind by the 
claws of H great aigle, an' before he had time to enjoy 
a whiff he found himself flung, neck and crop, body 
and bones, over the roof o' the cabin, and never 
stopped till he landed on the other side of it, upon the 
back of a coal-black horae. An' mnybe he didn't let a 
roar out of him that ye'd hear a mile off when he got 
sight o' the blood-red eyes o' the baste flashin' fire, and 
the dazzlin' light shinin from his nostrils. 

" * Och ! be this an' be that,' roared the little tinker, 
*mv bread's baked this time, anyhow. It's the Phoo- 
kai' 

" * Is it to Murty Tierney's weddin' I'm to carry ye t ' 
siz the horse, with a leer on liis ugly mouth by tlie 
way of a smile. 

'**Yis that's the spot, good Mr. Horse,' siz poor 
Dinnj'', thryin' to soother the brute. * I'm obligated 
to talce the kettle home in time for the weddin'.' 

'* ^ Is that all ye want ? ' siz the Phooka. 
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" * To take the kettle to tlie bridegroom is all T have 
to do, your noble HorHesliip/ hiz the coaxin^if tinker. 

" *It*8 asey plazin' you, uiy little tin-nicrclumt,' niz 
the hor8e, with a ^rin. 

''And with that sir, the terrible Phooka shook his 
mane and Uiil, and gev wan big spring that brought 
him and Dinny witliin an inch o' the brink o* the U\\\ 
cliffs. 

*' * For a little spidogue like ye,' siz the horse, ketch- 
in' his breath, * you're the heaviest load I ever earned.' 

" * If you're tired,' siz Dinny, * I'd better get down 
and walk, for I never like to impose on good nature.' 

***StAy where you are,' siz the Phooka; *only Pm 
bound to take you to Murty Tiemey's an' deliver him 
the kettle, Pd not lep another inch with ye to-night' 

" * Pm willin' an' able enough t^ walk if it's plazin' to 
ye, an' indeed I think it would suit me better than this 
rate o' goin' a mile a minute.' 

" * A mile a minute ! ' snorted the Phooka. * Pve car- 
ried your betters a himdred miles a minute, an' wasn't 
half as tired as I am with you. It must be the roguery 
that's in you makes you feel so weighty. How much 
are ye to get for mendin' the copper kettle?' 

** * Only wan guinea, your worship.' 

•**Onlya guinea!' roared the Phooka; 'why, ye 
little extortioner, did ye want the Wicklow goold mines 
for mendin' an owld kettle no hone.nt tinker would 
charge more than ;i shillin' for, an' think himself well 
paid for into the bargain I ' 

•• * Is it me, Misther Phooka t Sure, I didn't ax for 
it Murty promised the guinea on account of it bein' 
his weddin' day, long life to him.' 

V* * No matter, you're a chate,' sez the horse, making 
a dart for the waterfall, and the poor little tinker, still 
howldin' on bravely to the horse's mane, found himself 
tumblin' down like a shot through the foamin' wather, 
and when be kern to himself he looked up, an' there. 
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wid the light o' the moon 8treainin' on him, stood the 
big", black horse pantin' and puffin' forninst him, not 
able to spake a single word, wid the murthcrin' big 
rage he was in, when all of a sudden the thought struck 
him that he had his gallop for notliin', for the poor tin- 
ker found himself without the kettle, 

" * Och, meelia, murdher, Misthor Phooka,^ siz he, 
* what did ye do with Murty Tiernoy's ki^ttle f ' 

** * What ! ' siz the hoi'se, and ever}* puff o' wind that 
l)le\v from his nnstrils was like a hurric^ine. 'Why, 
then, ye vile patc^her of jx>ts and pans, ye false tinker, 
3'e cliatin' sohaiuer o' the world — is it before my very 
face ye'd dare to lay the brtrden o' your dishonesty on 
the back o' the Phookat Is this your gratitude, after 
all my kindness to ye f Take that to mend your mor- 
als, you thievin' sleveen,' an' he gev little Diuny a kick 
that sent him into the noisy watere o' the lower pool, 
and how he was lucky enough to get out of it without 
a scratch bates Europe. But there's wan thing beyond 
doubt, sir — Murty Tierney had to do without the ket- 
tle at the weddin that night 

u i ^j^ j(. never found t ' I asked. 

** It was, sii^ — bright and early the very next morn- 
in', on the thatch, where Dinny put it for safe keepin' 
the night before. An' Dinny was found, too, fast asleep 
on his little bench, beside an empty flask. And some 
o' the knowin' wans often wink and hint that it was the 
flask, or its contents, which Dinnny made purty free wid 
the day before, wid the prospects o' gettinMn's work done 
early, an' bringin' home his guinea, that accounted for 
his moonlight excursion wid the Phooka.'^ 
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She only looked with a Head, dead eye. 
And a wan, wan cheek of sorrow; 

I knew her fetch ! She was called to die. 
And she died upon tlie morrow.— ^amm. 

!!vHE fetcli IS still believed in Ireland to be nn exact 
resemblance of some individual well known to 
its beholder. 

If this phantom is seen in the morning it betokens 
good fortune and long life to its prototype ; if in the 
evening, a near death is predicted. 

" Do I believe in them I " exclainied Dan Slevin, my 
informant. ^'Mushal then, sir, isn't that a mighty 
foolish question for a gintleman like you to ax? Och, 
but that's the fruits o' livin' out o' yer own country so 
long. I'll go bail you'll be axin' me next do I believe 
iu the banshee f" 

'^ Never mind tlie banshee, Dan ; stick to the fetch. 
Did you ever see one t " I asked. 

"Did you ever see the North Pole!" was Dan's 
query, 

I was obliged to reply in the negative. 

" No, I'll wager a gallon o* portlier ye didn't," con- 
tinued Dan ; " still ye believe there is such a spot, and 
by the same token, it isn't a very warm spot ; as for 
fetches, they are seen by high and low, rich an' 
poor; and to give ye an example to prove the truth o' 
what I'm sayin,' rll go no further than Mi*s. Darcy, 

SIS 
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tlmt lives bey«nt in tlie big" mansion you see on the 
ofieeu slope, and the sun doesn't, shine on a better 
friend to the ))Oor in Irehnn! this blessed day than the 
same Mrs Darcy. I only wish all tlie landlords wor 
like her, but they're far from it; she's wan in wan 
thousand, but shure slie isn't a landlord at all — she's 
the wife o' wan that was. Hut I'm straying* away 
from my story Well, then, it w*a8 tliat same Mm. 
Darey that had the 8i»rrow o' seeiu' the fetch o' the 
husliand she loved. 

*' It happened in this way : In wan of the rooms that 
looks out on the flower garden, the moonbeams of a 
suuitner's night fell like a sh(»wer o' gold in through 
tlie window over the floor, and on an owhl oak table, 
belcmging to the squire, that stood in a corner beside 
the open window. It was nearly midnight at the 
time. .Mrs. Darcy was lying wide awake, wid lier 
eyes fixed on the window ; but she got such a teirible 
fright, that she sbirted up all at wanst from her pillow, 
for wjiat did she see but the appearance, or apparition, 
as they call it, of the squire, her husband, sirtin' 
quietly at the table, where he seemed to be writin' 
out a rent recaite for one o' the tinants; but her 1ms- 
band, the living Squire Darcy, was lying by her side 
at the same time, and ap])eared to be sleepin'as sound 
as ever he did. Ye may be sure the poor wife was 
greatly surprised and put about over it, though she 
never let on ; the crathur had that guanl over her 
tongue not to spake about it, for fear o' cansin' the 
squire the ten'or she felt in her own heart ; she didn't 
even wake him, but let him sleep on. After lookin' 
at what she now knew to be the squire's tetrh, the 
poor lady acted very coolly and sensibly through it 
all. She looked at her husband two or three times an' 
felt shure that he was fast asleep. She looked again 
through the moonbeams at the oak table, but the fetch 
of her husband was gone; she didn't close an' eye or 
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sleep a wink all that night. Howanever, she kep' a 
cheerful heart, like the brave, gintle lady she ever 
was, an' never nied her h*u«band wan bit the wiser.'* 

" The next day the squire noticed the look of pain 
an' sorrow in her purty pale face, an' axed her many 
a time at the breakfast table if there wasn't something 
strange happened to disturb her during the night, but 
slie managed to steer clear o' the unpleasant subject 
and kep' the painful knowledge to herself. After 
spendin' a half hour at the chapel he took the road to 
Danamon Castle, when he happened to meet his owld 
friend an' college chum, Dr. Sullivan. Well sir, in the 
very height o' their conversation, the very subject that 
weVe upon now was broached by Squire Darcy to 
the doctor. 

***Tell me, Sullivan,' siz the squire, 'for I know 
you're good authority on such matters. Now what is 
your opinion in regard to fetches!' 

" * If it's all the same to you Darcy,' siz the doctor, 
* I'd rather you'd ax me something asier — for I must 
confess I'm but a poor hand at solvin' riddles ' 

" * Have ye any belief at all in the fetch? ' siz the 
squire. 

*** My belief is this,' said the docther, *the whole 
tiling is a delusion from beginning to end. And who- 
ever tells me he has seen a fetch must be a man of a 
very dyspeptic constitution or a mighty wonderful 
imagination.' 

" * In that case, doctor,' siz Squire Darcy, * my 
imagination must be above the common, for as sure 
as 1 see you now, I saw my own fetch last night in 
my own bed-chan»ber, sitting in the moonlight at my 
old oak table making out a receipt for one of my 
tenants, and I more than suspect that my wife saw the 
same apparition, but I didn't speak to her on the sub- 
ject, for fear it might alarm her.' 

*** That's right,' siz the docther, 'keep the knowl- 
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edjjo to yourself, for your wife might take the matter 
too seriously.' 

**Tlie squire then went about his business, an' noth- 
ing remarkable happened for the remainder o' the day. 

** But, sir, about the same horn- an' minit on the veiy 
next night Mrs. Darcy, the poor lady, was disturbed 
again, but wliat happened wlien she was roused from 
her sleep was something n>ore terrifyin' than what 
took place the night before — it makes a chill creep 
tln-ough my marrow-bones even now when I think of 
it — but to go on wid my thrue story. The moon- 
beams sti'ean)ed in, as before, through the open win- 
dows. But this time sh^ felt her husband niovin' like 
one in convulsions. An' the next minit he cried in a 
soft voice, wid a very long pause between his words, 
* Mag — M»i<y— darlin' — I'm — I'm chokin' — go — or send 
— at once, dear — for Docthor Sullivan.' 

At that his wife leaped from the bed, an' in less 
time than I'm tellin' ye she got ready hei*self, without 
oallin' any o' the sarvints, an' started out wid die 
speed o' lightning, for she knew that life an' death 
hung on every step she took till the doctlior was 
brought to the bedside of her husband. 

The docthor didn't waste a minit either, but his ser- 
vices wor of no use, for poor Squire Darcy was beyond 
the help of all the docthors in this world by the time 
he reached his bedside. The wail of son'ow that kem 
from the heart-broken wife, I'm tovvld,was pitifid toheiur, 

***0h, docthor!' she cried, *I dreaded this, for it 
was his fetch ; my lovin' liusband's fetch appeared to 
me by the light of the moon, sitting at the oak table 
there at the window last niglit.' 

"And now, sir, if ever ye should chance to meet 
wid any wan, like yourself, inclined to doubt the 
truth consarnin' such like apparitions, just be obligin' 
enough to convince them to the conthniry wid what I 
am just after relatin' to ye about Squire Darcy 's Fetch." 
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^^011 E few years ago, at the petty sessions of 
J^^ Nenaofh, one Junius Anthony Maloney, an im- 
pecunious ne'er-do-well, who hud been leading 
a roving, vagabond life from town to town, was 
brought up in custody by a member of the Royal 
Irish Constabulary. Junius Antliony was an ex- 
stcward, having formerly held a lucrative position, 
from which he was nither summarily discharged, in 
consequence of an inveterate habit he jiossessed of 

Eutting an enemy into his mouth to steal away his 
niins. Junius was also a poetic genius in his way, 
though it must be confessed that many of his lofty 
effusions contained a little more rhyme than reason. 
On the day in question, Junius was charged by the 
constable with having " unlawfully ^ purloined a silk 
umbrella from the residence of Dr. Shackleton of 
SummerhilL The prisoner ." conducted'' his own de- 
f»'nse with much ability, and with all thiB assurance of 
an experienced practitioner, yet with an assumption 
of injured innocence, as if he were a niartyr to circum- 
stances. The principal evidence for the prosecution 
was that of Shelah Rooney, a servant in the employ- 
ment of Dr. Shackleton, who deposed that on the day 
in question the prisoner called at her mastei*'s house 
and asked if Dr. Shackleton was at home ? 

*^I towld him my master was out, and asked him 
if the mistress would do 9 " 



tie 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE POETICAL PBISONSB. 317 

'^Yes/' said he, with a consequential toss of his 
head ; '' don't let the grass grow under your feet, but 
send her to me this minit" 

" By all that's impudent, your worship, if you could 
only see him then, you'd think it was the Lord Mayor 
himself stood in iiis two shoes. Well, with that, I 
went in a twinklin' to do his biddin', an' when I kem 
back, what was my surprise to find that my shabby- 
ginteel schamer had taken his lave; but that wouldn't 
have been much loss, if he hadn't taken a companion 
along wid him in the shape of a bran-new silk um- 
brella, the property of a young lady that was then on 
a visit to Mrs. Shackleton, and that very umbrella, 
your worship, showed in the court a while ago, is the 
same one that was taken from tlie hall." 

'^ Is the pnsoner the man you saw in the hall t ^ 
asked the magistrate. 

" The same, your worship ; Fd know him among a 
thousand." 

'^The prisoner, assuming a*ti*agic air, exclaimed: 

'^ Lady, look zne straigbt in the face— 
I am but the wreck of a royal race; 
Of fortune and friends the world's bereft me; 
My honest name is all that's left me/' 

Evidence was then given by a Mrs. Callaghan, that 
on the same evening the prisoner came to her husband's 
house, and asked her to buy the umbrella for two 
shillings. She told him she had no use for it He 
then said he was hungry, and only wanted money 
enough to buy his dinner. 

"An\ your worship, he said I might have the 
' article ' lor a shillin'. So, out of compassion, and 
not knowin' at the time who or what he was, I gave 
him the money an' he left the house." 

Junius Anthony, who was all impatience to make a 
speech, was at length accommodatea. 
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" Well, gentlemen of the court, what do you charj>'e 
xne with 1 I went into a certain house, the hospitable 
abode, I believe, of Dr. Shackleton. I was hungry, 
and you are aware, gentlemen, that nature abliors a 
vacuum. I was tln'rsty — nay, I was delirious ; in 
fact, it Wcis our old, familiar friend, John Jameson,* 
that did it all through me. I was but the instrument, 
or, as the national bard would put it : 

" * I was but as tho wind passing heedlessly over. 
And all the wild sweetness I waked was thy own.' 

"And now, gentlemen, if I took the umbrella — and 
we will admit for argument's sake that I did — I was 
quite unconscious of the fact ; such is the head and 
front of my offending. There was often ten times as 
nmch taken from me, and I never kicked up a pillalue 
over it The last valuable article I lost was a gold 
watch and chain, that stood me nineteen sliillings, 
eleven ])ence, three farthings, at first cost I haven't 
seen head or Uul o' them since. I would, gentlemen, 
that I were stretched in the green church-yard of 
Roscrea, beside the bones of my illustrious ancestors. 
There, at le.nst, I should be free from the * blows and 
buffets' of this most degenerate ajife." 

** You are a noted sponge," interposed the magis- 
trate. **You wander about from place to place, 
victinn'zing all who are simple enough to ti'ust you ; 
why did you leave Rathdoney I " 

"Thereby hangs a tale, your worship. One fine 
evening in May, as the setting sun ^" 

" Leave the sun where it is," said the magistrate, 
**and listen to me." 

" Listen to the mocking bird," quoted the prisoner. 

"I have here your photograph," said the judge. 

"What, mine!" exclaimed Junius Anthony, with 

f A noted Irish diatOler. 
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well-feigned surprise. What, minet your worship; 
did I hear aright t Did you say my photo T My 
second self ? " 

** Yes, and it is an accurate likeness ; look at it" 

"Junius is himself again,** cried tlie prisoner, scruti- 
nizing tlie picture with the air of an art critic. "In- 
deed, your worship, I cannot compliment the artist, 
for it is not a sneaking likeness. Look at that picture 
and then on tuis, for you may ne'er look upon the 
like again I ^ 

** I have also a record of many previous convictions 
aofainst you, and hy which I find that you were four 
tiuie.H convicted of larceny ^^ 

"He who filcnes from me my good name, your 
woraln'p ^ 

"And seven times for drunkenness; in fact, we 
have such a good record of you liere, that we shall 
give you the benefit of it, and send you for trial, on 
the present charge, to the next Quaiter Sessions. ** 

" I should like to know who went through the 
trouble of jotting down all my little peccadilloes. 
You've laid bare my misdeeds, but you don't say a 
word about all die good things I've done. 

** Oh, if all my meritorious deeds were stated. 
They'd more than balance all youVe enumerated/' 

"That will do" said the judge; "you may go 
down " 

" Down to the dust from which I've sprung. 
Unwept, uuhonored, and unsung." 

" Constable, remove the prisoner. The case is now 
returned for trial to the next Quarter Sessions." 
" When will that be * " asked Junius Anthony. 
" On the 14th of October next" 
" Melia, murdher! and this is only August Junius 
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Anthon}', my boy, your propitious sUir has left you in 
the lurcli to be cut off in the blossoui of your sius, 

*' And ca«t upon a plank bed, 

With all yonr imperfections on your head. 

And there lay the rider distorted and pale, 

With the dew on his brovr, and the rust on his mail. 

And the tents were all silent, the banners alone. 

The lauces uplifted, the trumpets unblown.'' 
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tHN the County of Cork, and in tbe immediate neigh- 
^^ borhood of Kanturk, there lived, some years ago, 
a man whose power to subdue and control the 
vices of tlie horae was so extraordinary that the ac- 
count of it would be incredible if the facts were not 
borne out by the testimony of many living witnesses. 

His name was James Sullivan. His business was 
that of a farrier, although he was better known through- 
out the barony of Dunhallow as the ** Whisperer," ifor 
it was supposed by the peasantry, and many of the 
wealthy class, also, firmly believed, that it w.is a most 
essential part of his mysterious skill to whisper his 
commands into the ear of the animal he tamed. 

Sullivan had one son. And after the ceremony of 
taming a vicious animal had terminated he generally 
placed his youthful son and heir upon its back and 
made him ride it about the stable-yard, and no matter 
how untractable had been the animal connnitted to his 
charge, its spirit was completely broken. His reputa- 
tion was enhanced daily, and in the course of a very 
few years James Sullivan became so popular in every 
town, village, and hamlet of his native county that he 
began to be looked upon as a world's wonder. 

** Did you ever see anything like it in all your bom 
days 1 " one curious spectactor would say. 

" No, nor any other man livin','' another would re- 
ply. 

m 
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" D'yo think Jimmy has sowld himself to man's in- 
imy for goold I ^ 

" Not at all. Shure, the whole saycret o' the matter 
lies in his eye.^ 

** Musha, then, youVe out in your calculation this 
time ; the great saycret lies in his lips, or else what 
sense or raison would there be in callin' him the ' Whis- 
perer ? * " 

*• Did ye see how he managed owld Major Mom's- 
8ey*s wild pony ? By my song, when he tuck her in 
hand you might as well thry to stop a hun-icane with 
whistlin' At it. Hut, by all that's remarkable, in less 
time th«n j'ou'd be polishing your brotrues he had her 
undlier his thumb sis tame an' gintle as a dove." 

Horses which the boldest ridnrs were imable to 
mount, and which the bravest smiths would not at- 
tempt to shoe, were restored to tlieir owners as meek 
as hmibs. If the animal returned to it^ vicious habit a 
word or a look from Sullivan was alone necessary; it 
knew and recognized the mysterious influence that 
had been exercised over it, and trembled as the hoi"se 
is said to do when it encounters some preternatural ob- 
ject An actual observer of the Whisperei*'s skill re- 
marks that *• Every description of horse, or even mule, 
whether previously broke orunhandlod, whatever their 
peculiar habits uu'glit have been, submitted without 
show of resistance to the magical influence of his art, 
and in the short space of half an hour became gentle 
and tractable. The eff'ect, though instantaneously 
produced, .was generally durable. 

Though more submissive to him than to others, yet 
they seemed to have acquired a docility unknown 
before. 

When sent for to tame a vicious hoi-se, he directed 
the stsible in which he and the object of his experiment 
were placed to be shut, with orders not to open the 
door until u signal given. After a tSte-a-tSte between 
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him and the horse for about half an hour, during 
which little or no bustle was heard, the signal was 
made, and upon opening the door the horse was seen 
lying down, and Sullivan by his side, playing famili- 
arly with him, Hke a child with a puppy dog. From 
that time he was found perfectly willing to submit to 
discipline, however repuornant to his nature before. 
Sullivan not only placed his little bo}'' on its back, but 
actually under its feet, made the horse lie down and 
rise at connnand, enter the stable and come foith at 
his bidding^ 

Some saw his skill tried on a horse which could 
never be brought to stand for a smith to shoe him. 

*' The day after Sullivan's hnlf-hour lecture," said 
an eye-witness, ** I went, not witliout some increduli- 
ty, to the smith's shop, with many other curious spec- 
tators, where we were eye-witne.sses of the cx>mplete 
success of his art. This, too, had been a troop hoi-se, 
and it was supposed, not without reason, that after reg- 
imental discipline had failed no other would be found 
availing. I observed that the animal seemed afraid 
whenever Sullivan either spoke or looked at him. 
How that extraordinary ascendancy could have been 
obtained it is difficult to c/^njecture. In common cases 
this mysterious preparation was unnecess«iry. 

** He seemed to possess an instinctive power of inspir- 
ing awe, the result., perhaps, of natural intri^pidity, in 
which, I believe, a great part of his an cimsisted, 
.though the circumstances of the t^te-a-tete show that, 
upon particular occasions, something more must have 
been added to it" 

Sullivan's ruling passions were an attachment to his 
native soil and the fox-hounds. The manner by whicli 
he obtained his extraordinary power is still a secret ; 
and likely to continue so, for Le went to his grave with* 
out divulging it 

Hb son, indeed, pursued his father's profession, but 
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with little or no success; he was either ignorant of the 
mode of proceeding or unable to adopt it 

Had Sullivan been an ambitious man, desirous of 
possessing worldly weakly he had eveiy opportunity of 
realizing h snu^ mrtune, for many excellent offers had 
been made to him for the exerci:^ of his art abroad, 
but as he was wont to remark to his numerous friends, 
^' All the goold o' tlie three kingdoms will niver coax 
me to lave the owld sod." 
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SQUIRE Tallylio was a Member of Parliament 
]^^ many years ago for an Irish borough; his resi- 
dence at the time was an old, dilapidated castle 
not a great disUmce from the town of Ballinasioe ; it 
was a rambling sort of structurei without any archi- 
tectural pretensions. 

For nearly forty years Squire Tallyho was regarded 
by high and low, rich and poor, as an open-hearted, 
. hospitable man of the good old school The lord on 
horseback or the beggar in his rags received alike a 
cordial welcome under the roof of Tallyho Castle. At 
length, through mismanagement, extravagance, and 
the rascality of a dishonest steward, bankruptcy stared 
the squire and his family in the face. The squire 
himself was literally a prisoner in his own castle. At 
that period the innumerable stratagems and schemes 
resorted to by many a bankrupt gentleman to escape 
the clutches of the law were often strange, not to say 
highly amusing. In fact, a certain member for a 
southern county was said to be obliged to return home 
in a coffin during every dissolution of Parliament — 
most of our readers need scarcely be reminded that 
members of Parliament enjoyed the privilege of free- 
dom from arrest in cases of debt, and that at every 
dissolution that privilege ceased, that is, until their re- 
election. 

Squire Tallyho, we have remarked, was a prisonei 
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in his own house, and the pestilential presence of a 
bailiff was more dreaded by him tham a pUigue. 

The gates were chained, tlie windows bnired ; in- 
deed, it was as much as any seven bailiffs* lives were 
wortli to approach within gunshot of Tally ho Castle. 
The squire never ventured beyond his own domains, 
except on the back of a fleet horse. On such occ^u^ions 
lie was accompanied by a pretty strong body-guard, 
especially when attending the neighboring races or 
participating in a fox-hunt, and very often there was 
from one to half a dozen baihffs after him. If, how- 
ever, to feast their eyes upon him might be considered 
a gratification, they undoubtedly enjoyed if, but there 
their satisfaction rested. To attempt serving him with 
a writ, much less the feaiful hazard of arrest, was 
what none of them — aware as they were of the hatred 
that animated the people against all law-proceedings — 
would any more think of doing than he would delib- 
erately put his head in a lion's mouth. 

In a roadside shebeen, about half a mile from Tally- 
ho Castle, two men, apparently well-to-^do farmers, 
dressed in comfoitable frieze, were seated at a table, 
drinking Dublin Stout from pewter mugs. One was 
known as Jerry Hogan, a celebrated bailiff, who in 
his ofHciul capacity assumed varions disguises to assist 
him in the serving of " writs.^ His companion was 
Ned Geraghty, a cattle dealer. 

*' I tell you, Ned," said Hogan, " Til sarve it on Tal- 
lyho before the sun goes to bed in the west." 

" Take care 'tisn't the last you'll be able to sarve," 
said Ned. 

* "As sure as I'm howldin' this imparial pint mug in 
my hand, I'll do it," cried Hogan, with vehemence. 

" Don't you know, Jerry, that Squire Tallyho has 
people around him that loves the ground he walks on, 
and every mother's son o' them as cute as foxes on the 
leiot of a bailiff t" 
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'* No matter, Ned, I'll put a true copy of the origi- 
nal in his iist, in spite o' them all." 

" I know, Hogan, youVe as deep as a draw-well ; 
but Tallyho has a set of dogs that would tear a bailiff 
into ribbons. Why, man alive ! there's not one of 
vour trade in the Thirty-two Counties would risk his 
life in the attempt" 

" Maybe, Ned, you'd sooner I wouldn't sarve .it — 
isn't that the truth*? " 

" It is, Jerry. Squire Tallyho is the hest-loved 
landlord in Ireland by poor and rich. Sure, it was his 
bi<r» kind heart that got him steeped to the lips in debt 
and difficulties; what with canting of cattle, and 
mortjrao^es, and one throuble with another, it is heart- 
breakin' entirely. He was never known to disturb a 
tenant like others, if they hadn't the rent to the minute. 
Did you ever. hear of an eviction on his estate t No, ' 
faix ; I'll go bail you didn't But it's the law in this 
unliappy country to persecute the good, while the 
guihv go scot free." 

" Wliat you say, Ned, may all be true enough. I 
mnst admit that Squire Tallylio let the money fly 
while it lasted. He enjoyed the fun, and, of coorse, 
he had to pay the piper. But let him be good or bad, 
I must do my jooty ; every one to their CiiUing ; mine 
is not tiie choicest, but the serving of this writ menus 
fifty pounds sterling to me, and that's not to be picked 
up every day." • 

** If it was a thousand pounds," intemipted the cat- 
tle dealer, ** no one with a drop o' manly blood in his 
veins would undei-take such a contemptible piece o' 
work." 

" Whoo I Ned, you're too scrupulous for a man o* 
the world, but I'm losin' time, an' time is money. I've 
opened my mind too much about my private business ; 
I'll keep as close as wax hereafter. What's the mat- 
ter! You look as cross as two sticks; drink the 
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deoch-an-dliorries wid me. Landlord, fill two more 
pintd, an' then I'll be off in a pig's whisper to circum- 
vent Squiie Tallvho ! " 

On the same day the squire's gamekeeper detected 
a countryman dressed in tattered frieze, without shoe 
or stocking, with a plump young hare under his arm 
and a dangerous-looking cudgel in his hand. He hnd 
evidently been poaching on the Tallvho estate. The 
moment he saw the gamekeeper he nastily threw the 
hare and cudgel aside and took to his heels. 

The gamekeeper, however, who was a young, active 
fellow, pursued liim at an extremely rapid pace, over- 
took, and made a prisoner of him. 

" Come, my bowld poacher," said he, " you must 
take your plunder along with ye. I'll tache you to 
kill hares on my mastei^'s property. He then led his 
prisoner to the spot where the hare and cudgel lay. 

**0h, sir," beseeched the poacher, "for the love o' 
goodness, if you have a mother o' your own, have 
compassion on me." 

** Your whining won't do with me. You're aware 
that Squire Tallyho is a magistrate, so trot along, for 
you must appear before him." 

" Oh, don't take me, kind sir ; if ye do it may be a 
death-blow to my poor mother." 

" What's your name ? " asked the gamekeeper. 

" Barney McGurk, a cousin by the mother's side to 
Jemmy Kehoe, the thatcher." 

" Why did ye kill the hare t " 

" For the poor, sick mother, kind gintleman." 

"Whose mother?" 

" My own good mother, that is lying at home in the 
cabin, given up by all the doctors; I was towld there 
waa-only one hope o' savin' her, an' that was to give 
her a bowl o' hare-soup ; they say it's very nourishing 
to a cratur that's wake, an' wouldn't I be an ondootifiu 
son if I did not run some risk for her. So what was I 
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to do I Tm a poor boy ; I had no money — and ^ 

** An' you tiioa«rl»t you^d 8tal« a hare from tlie 
Tallyho domain. I've met the likes o' you before, 
my fine sleveen. You're a chisler. I could tell ye by 
tlie cut o' yer jib. Pick up that hare and cudgel 
Now come with me to the squire. There's wan com- 
fort, anvway; you'll soon be hacked iu.tlie stone jug;" 

Grief, deep, vehement, and loud, prevented the 
pOaclier from making any reply. In the coui-se of 
about a quarter of an hour they an-ived at the c^istle, 
the prisoner crying at the top of his lungs as he 
descended the hall steps in the firm grip of liis captor. 
A knock of confidence and business, accom])anie<i by 
a hasty ring at the bell, gave indication that the squire 
was wanted to attend something earnest and pressing 
in his magisterial capacity. 

The squire was in the front parlor, and hearing the 
gamekeeper's voice knew there could be no danger. 
He accordingly tlirew up the window, looked out, and 
asked : . . 

" What is the matter! " 

" A poacher, sir." 

'* Is that all 1 " said Tallyho. 

Now, the parlor windows of the ciu^tle were not 
more than four feet from the ground, but it is. neces- 
sary to state that for the purpose of watching both 
person and property they had been powerfully se- 
cured by removable iron bars, which were laid aside 
every day. 

" Did you catch him in the actt " asked the sqm'ra 

''I did, sir; here is the hare; and this frightful 
lookin' cudgel, stained with the animal's innocent 
blood, is the prisoner's property." 

In the meantime the unfortunate poacher was howl- 
ing with the most outrageous grief and throwing hfm- 
self on his knees, with uplifted hands, in an attitude of 
the most abject despair, toward Squire Tallyho, while 
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the gamekeeper pointed to tlie hare and cudgel as in- 
disputable testimony against the prisoner. 

"You scoundrel," said the squire, assuming an air 
of gravity ; " are you not ashamed to look me in the 
face!" 

"Ah,.yer Honor, I ought to bhish like a piece o* 
scarlet when I look upon yer handsome face, the face 
of a gintlen)an, a scholar, the face of a man that was 
*wan8t a mimber of Parliament, but'tisn't in your face 
alone where the beauty is. You've a ginerous heart, 
a heai*t as big as the Rock o' Cashel, and, as for your 
hand, it bates Bannagher. There isn't such a hand in 
Ireland — not a hand in the three kingdoms its aquil — 
a hand always ready to give, always rached out to tlie 
distressed, always givin' something away, but by all 
accounts the same hand gets very little in return. No 
matter, it's a good, open hand, howevor, and I see it's 
open now," he added, starting to his feet and clapping 
a '* writ " into it 

'^ Just take tliat, sir; it's a true copy, and here is 
the original. Now you're sarved, sir." 

He imd no sooner uttered these words than he 
whipped up the hare aud bludgeon, and with one 
blow of the latter turned the unsuspecting gamekeeper 
upon the steps, exclaiming as he did it : 

**This hare, my bucko, was never reared on the 
Tallyho estate. I brobght it with me as a trump to 
win my game." 

** Thunder and lightning," exclaimed the squire; 
"it is Hogan, the bailiff!" 

" The same, at your sarvice," answered that func- 
tionary. ^'The best man within the four says for 
sai^ving a writ" 

After which he bounded away like a deer, dropping 
from the wall near the lodge, which was banked up 
inside nearly to the top ; he mounted a horse and was 
90on beyond the reach of pursuit I 
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fp|.ENNIS O'Rourke was a Rmall fanner in the County 
^kJ^ Kerry, who held about ten acres of land at tlie 
period of which we write, which, is not a 
thousand years ago. Poor Dennis was sorely em- 
barrassed in consequence of blighted and failing crops ; 
in fact, he wns on the point of being evicted by the 
owner of the estate, one Squire Black. Dennis was a 
widower; his only hope, the sweet sharer of his joys 
and sorrows, was liis claugfhter, Mabel, or, Gra-Gal- 
Machree, «s she was affectionately styled by the vil- 
'lajrers, which in English signifies '* Bright Girl of My 
Heart." Though tlien but seventeen, Mabel was 
famed far and near for her beauty. Her abundant 
hair was black- and glossy as ebony , her face was 
fresh, radiant, and spotless. She was arch and full 
of spirits ; but her humor, for site possessed it in 
abundance, was so artless, joyous, and innocent, that 
the heart was t^iken before one had time for reflection. 
On the morning in question, Mabel stood outside 
her fatlier's snug thatched cottaige. The trim hedge, 
tlie grass-})lot before the door, the little flower-bed, 
the woodbine trained up against the wall and hanging 
its blossoms about the lattice, the pots of flowei*sin the 
windows, all bespoke the taste and refinement of 
young Mabel's natnre. Bv her side was her lover, 
young t?haun, or John O'^orman. As was natural, 
and as they often did before under similar circum* 
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stances, each pause^l on meeting, but somehow, on this 
occasion, there was visible on both sides more restraint 
tlian either had ever yet shown. At length the silence 
was broken by Shaun. 

** So, Mabel, youVe to be the wife of another I " 

" It's not with my, own consent, Shaun," she replied. 

As she uttered the words, she looked at him, their 
eyes met, but neither could stand tlie glance of the 
other. They were instantly withdrawn. 

" ril not forget you, at all events," said Mabel ; 
" nor couldn't if I was to get a million of money for 
doing so." 

Her face and neck, while speaking this, were in one 
glow of crimson. 

" Mabel," said Shaun. 

He gHzed at her, but could not proceed ; his heart 
was too full. 

** What's amiss, Shaun, darlin'l " 

** Nothing, aroon," said Shaun, as he turned aside to 
brush away a crystal drop that trickled down his cheek. 
** Nothing, Mabel. I thought I felt a rain-drop fallin' 
from the sky ; its clearer now, the mist is gone. Ah, 
I didn't think, acushla, this was the welkim I'd get, 
after trudgin' twenty miles from Killarney." 

** You were at ICillamey yesterday, I believe , " 
said Mabel, anxious to change the former subject. 

^' I was ; and I'm lucky lif I don't ketch a terrible 
cold." 

"How's that, Shaun t" 

"With a wettin' I got in the lakes. You know 
owld Colonel O'Hara, the richest man in the County 
Kerry. Well, he has a twelve-ye.ar-owld daughter — 
a little angel that he worships. However, to make a 
lone story short, I was restin' yesterday on one of the 
banks ; the boats, loaded with the quality and otlier 
foreign visitors, wor glidin' along the lake, when all 
of a sadden I spied tlie Colonel's little girl overraich 
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herself and tumble into the water. In a minit she 
was carried far away fmm the boat So I peels off 
mv coHt, and in I went like a duck. I swam like a 
A^i to where the child was sinkin' f«>r the third time. 
When I got sight of her gooUlen hair under the 
wather, I ^ot my arm around the darliii', and brou*rht 
lier safe and sotind to dhrv IhiuI. I thon;>;iiC the 
Colonel would kill me with kindness and thanks* He 
knew m#* well, for nn' uiothei'^s bit o' land is on his 
'»Ht«te. Wilton I left him, says he : 

'**Sh«nn, my hayro, you'll hear frotu me again; 
ril not foiyt^t you.' 

*' M«yl>« he'll lower the rent, or remenil>er me in 
his will. lint, sure, I'm only killin' time, Mabel, in 
f.ilkin' rliis Wriy. Til c^>me to the point hi oice. It is 
tliis, Miihel : Am I to give up all hopes of ever niak- 
in' \ on niy wife t" 

'*Sli;inn, dear, if it wasn't to save my father, and 
keep the roof over his head, I'd sooner die than refuse 
yon." 

"I believe }ou would, acushla," said Shann. "I 
partly guess how you're situated. Squire Daviil Black, 
bad In — , I was going to cui-se the rohl>er, but I'll swally 
my had intentions for your sake, Mabel. I know the 
Imhble you're in, mavourneen. Yonr father is head 
and ears in debt to this same David Black; unless it's 
paid in a fortniglit, you'll be evicted from this purty 
little cottage. Black purtends to love you, and offers 
to keep the roof over you and your father if ye oidy 
marrv him — isn't that the whole history in a nut- 
sheiri" 

** It is. Shaun, and I'd as lief go into my grave as make 
the sacrifice. Oh I but Black is the soft-spoken, oily- 
tongued hypocrite. He says to me yesterday in 
the presence of my father — ^" 

" * I think, Mabel,' says he, ' if you refuse this offer 
the whole barony would consider you an ungrateful 
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daughter; if you stand by and see the father that reared 
you turned oiit of this cosey cottage to beg, starve, or 
maybe die in some ditch on the road-side, and it in 
your power to save him, your heart would be harder 
than the hardest stone.' ^ 

** Ah, my gra-gal," said Shaun, " I'm sorry that 
David BlacK over blew his foul breatli over you. I'm 
afeerd it's a heavy heart you'll carry if you become 
his wife; but whatever you do, jewel, aon't let my 
love interfere with your jboty. You have more at 
f*ike than I have. I'll strive to forget I've lost you. 
ril pray that he'll not walk on your heart, an' trample 
the tender young life out of it, an' that he may prove 
a better man, with a truer love for ye, than poor Shaun 
O'Gorman. But look, Mabel, who is that over there 
on horseback, gallopin' through the boreen ? Bedad, 
it's David Black himself. He sees us. Every tramp 
of his horse's hoofs is like a dagger proddin' at my 
heart I'll go inside for a while, Mabel, for if we 
met it would be like a lump o' red-hot turf pitched 
into a powdher magazine ! " 

Shaun had barely time to enter Mabel's cottage, 
when David, having Icciped from his saddle, led his 
horse near the cottage, and addressed Mabel. 

"Good morning, Mabel. I see my sturdy rival, 
Shaun O'Gorman, has just left you." 

** The poor fellow," said Mabel, " didn't care about 
spakin' to me in your presence" 

*• ily presence need be no bar to your meeting," 
said Black, c^irelessly. " I know he is an old admirer 
of yours. You were brought up from childhood, and 
all that. But," he added, growing more serious, 
** after you have named the da}', you must see Shaun 
no more. Have you weighed over in your mind what 
we spoke of yesterday t " 

" Partly, sir." 

" Why, you told me yesterday that you would be 
able to give me your final answer to-day.'' 
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" Will you give me one more day t Give me until 
to-morrow." 

" To-moiTOw be it, then," said Black. " Consider 
well on tlie step you are about to take. The money 
your father owes me is a small fortune to a man in 
his humble station. Twenty pounds is the amount ; 
a sum he will never be able to realize. Your word 
can save him. I'll call to-morrow; if you tlien an- 
swer no, in two weeks hence you and your father will 
be homeless — " 

*' Gra-gal, aroon, are you there ? " whispered Shauni 
as he emerged from the cottage. 

As he spoke he glanced at Squire Black. Their 
eyes met 

" Powers preserve me ! " exclaimed Sliann, with 
feigned astonishment. '*I keni out to spake to an 
angel, an' here I am face to face with the divil — ^ 

" What do you mean, fellow ? " cried Black. 

" Never nn'nd what I mane," said Shaun. 

" I know what you mane. You mane nothing that's 
good. You're snakin' after Gni-Gal-Machree." 

" Now, I know your pedigree. Squire Black, and 
all the other BLacks, an' there's not a white sheep in 
the flock. A near relation o' )'Our8 wanst palavered 
a fair crature with soft words as false as wather, as 
fahse as the words you're spakin' to tliis anjrel by my 
side. He dhruv ))oor Jeiry Hynes's daughter, heart- 
broken, to an untimely grave; but if you injure thi« 
Gra-Gal-Machree by the whi8))erin' of a word, the- 
winkin' of an eye, or the snaj)|)in' of a finjrer, you 
may say your prayers, for I'll welt 3'e till you're blue- 
niowldy, an' when you see your face in the lookia'- 
ghiss you won't know your own mother's son." 

*'0h, indeed," said Black, quietly yaultinjr into his 
saddle. "You are quite a moralist. Mabel, good 
morning. You are under no further pledjre to me. 
Yoii are free to many your manly champion, Shaun 
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O'Gorman. Per]ia])R in two weeks lie mny be able 
to furniHh you and yonr father wiili a new home." 

** The chitteringot hi8 horse's hoofs was soon lost in 
the distance. 

**Och! Mabel, my own Grn-Gal ! " cried Sliann, 
**wh«r'll yon do at all at all. Orh ! I eonld cnr my 
tonjrneont, darlin', for through it rvrxpnilt. every thin<r." 

•' Don't be blamin yourself Sluinn," said Mabel 
** for yun've nm<le my heart lijjhter than ever ir wns 
bc-fore." 

** IJt-nrorra, Shann, I've had a long- trot t«> find \ e/* 
said a youn;j man who seemed jnintingfor breath, as he 
approached the cottJJge. ** 1 spieil ye from the hrid^re 
beyanr. I wouldn't have hurried so, but this h-tn-r 
has * importance' scribbled on the face of it Here, 
it's for you." 

"Who's written to mef Maybe it's a notice to 
quit," said Shann, tearinof open the letter. ** Oi*h, 
mille mnrdher ! , What's this 1 " he cried. " Oh, look, 
Mabel, at the fist-full o' ten-po»nul notes. Ocii ! " 
said he to the letter-carrier, " I don't think you're a 

fK'Stman at all ; it's a Leprechaun in the nrm'se of a 
etter-carrier you are. See, you've brou<rht me a 
foitune in a bit o' paper hardly biff enoujrh to li<rht 
my pipe with. Mabel, jewel, count how many notes 
is there." 

** Ten," answered Mabel 

*' Ten — d'ye tell we so f Ten tens is one hundred 
pounds!" cried Shaun. " Bejrnrra, Mabel, we're 
millionaires. We can open a bank after this; but I 
must read the letter." 

** * Dear Shaun ' 

" Tluit's me, sure enough — ' inclosed you will find 
one hundred pounds as an installment of what I intend 
presentino^ you with for the noble service you ren- 
dere<I me vesterday in savin jf from a watery grav(3 
my belovei child.' 
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'' Do you licnr that, Mabel f It's from Colonel 
O'lLu-a, ?or here's his name at the bottom. Isn't this 
an ang-el's visit f You have notl»ing to fear now fiom 
iJaviti Black. Can I call you mine now, Mabel ? " 
'* Ws Shaun, yours forever — and only yours." 
We have nothing further to add, dear reader, except 
that Siiaiin is to-day a prosperous farmer, and, as he 
hinisidf siws, he is happy as tlie day is long with his 
1 T ra-G:U- Machree. 
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Lot Erin romember the days of old, 

£ro her faithless sons betrayed her. 
When Maluchi wore the collar of gold 

Which he won from her proud invader. 
When hor kiii^s, with stamlai-ds of ^reen unfurled. 

Led the lied Branch Knights to danger. 
Ere the emerald gem of the western world 
Was set in the crown of a stranger. — Moore. 

.jOU wish to know who the Red Kniglit wast 

^ Well, to be candid with you, it will puzzle 
me somewhat to give you a lucid explanation. 
However, sir, he was not a puckaun, and I am sure he 
wasn't a leprechaun, neither did he belong to the 
phoukas, fetches, or the banshees, besides a host of 
othera too numerous to mention ; history does not re- 
late that he came either as a warning or luck sign to 
any special family. Nevertheless, I most positively 
maintain that he was a lineal descendant of somebody 
supernatural. 

It was in the good old times, sir, when contentment, 
like an atmosphere of perpetual summer, rested upon 
our beautiful land. There were no middlemen, agents, 
or absentee landlords in those days. 

The ring of the rack-renter^s crowbar, the crash of 
the peasant's falling homestead, the wail of the evicted, 
the overcrowded emigrant ship, were things unheard 
of in those days. As the gifted Mangan wrote : 
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" The clime 
Is a clime to praise. 
The clime is Erin\ the green and bland ; 
And it is the time. 
These be the days 
Of Cahal Mor, of the wine-red hand 1 " 

That was Ireland's golden age, when our race 
scorned to brook with calm submission the approach 
of the invader. 

If you have read our history, let your memoiy go 
back to the early part of tlie eleventh century ; let 
your mind's eye behold the white-haired monarch, 
lirian Boro, mounted for battle on his richly-caparis- 
oned charger, dashing through the Irish lines with his 
sword in one hand and a crucifix in the other, the 
watch-word Faith and Fatherland, against paganism 
and bondage. Hark to that wild shout as he leads 
Ins soldiers on to conquer. See how tlieir battle-axes 
full crashing on the mailed wairioi-s of Norway. See 
how the brave old king is liewing his way to the 
Danish standard ; the heathen Danes fly toward Dublin 
city. See how they plunge into the waters of the 
'IWka, The fight has ceased ; Brian Boro has won a 
glorious victory on the bloody plains of Clontarf 
* But to retui-n to the Red Knight What I have to 
Siiy regarding him will take but a few moments. To 
be brief, then, you must know that the Danes had 
]»itched their camp about half a mile from that old 
(*4istle now cnimbling into ruins, near the borders of 
the town. Well, sir, according to tradition, it was as 
much as an Irish soldier's life was worth to enter that 
Sixnxe camp, no matter how well armed he might be ; 
for if he went there to challenge a Dane to meet him 
in combat the mysterious Ked Knight would invariably 
rido into the camp, armed at all points, prepared to 
meet the challenger ; and the result cost the life of his 
adversary. 
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One night an Irish soldier, who had won his spurs 
by deeds of valor on many a battle-field, sat in the 
hall of the old castle, sliaring the hospitality of its 
lordly owner. This brave soldier was known far and 
near at the time as the Knight of the Hills. After 
supper the household closed round the great fire, and 
each man in his turn told his tale of love and war. 
The Red Knight of the enemy's camp figured in many 
a tale. 

Now the lord of the castle had already promised as 
a bride his fair dauditer, Lady Eva, to the conqueror 
of the much-dreaded Dane. The Knight of the Hills, 
having heai*d of the peerless prize, determined at once 
to win and wear it 

^' I am ready to meet him,'' said he, preparing to 
depart; ^'this very night I mean to test wliich lance 
is the truest, his or mine." 

It was in vain that the beautiful Lady Eva and her 
father endecivored to dissuade tlie Knight of tlie Hills 
from his rash resolve. Armed at all points, he sallied 
from the castlegate. His trusty squire, a youth of 
noble blood, rode by his side. 

^ ome hours passed. The castle hall was sadly silent 
during the wanior's absence, for they all feared the 
worst for him At length, a horn was heard at the gate. 
The warder hastened to open the doors, and the Knight 
of the Hills rode into the castle court ; his squire fol- 
lowidd him, leading by the bridle a horse of perfect 
form and figure, of enormous size, and coal black. 
The valorous knight hastened to the hall. All clustered 
round him to hear his tale, but the lord of the castle 
bade them first release him of his armor and bring in 
refreshments. At last they proceeded to take off one 
of his mailed gloves. It was filled with blood, and 
even then a few drops wore seen to ooze from a slight 
wound on his wrist His wound dressed, his fatigue 
refreslied with ^ood wine and meat, the lord of the 
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castle requested Iiim to relate the particulars of his 
meeting with the Red Knight 

" My lord," said he, " you know how in despite of 
the earnest remonstrances of you and your devoted 
daughter I rode from your castle-gate. The moon 
was blight and clear. I soon succeeded in reaching 
the enemy's camp. Without a pause I rode in ana 
blew my bugle. I wailed for a moment, expecting a 
reply, when suddenly a mounted champion approached 
me and without a word prepared for the charge. I 
raised my shield, couched my lance, and darted toward 
him on the instiint We both staggered with the charge. 
Our lances broke in half, but the points glided hai*m- 
lessly from our armor. I still pressed on. My ad- 
versaria's horse stumbled and fell. The phantom 
knight— rfor such he proved to be — was roUea on the 
gi'ound. 

*Mu a moment I was by his side and seized his horse's 
rein. The phantom appeared to revive, he saw my 
action, snatched a poi*tion of his broken lance and 
darted it at me like a javelin. It struck my wrist, 
but in my eagerness 1 felt it not Presently he seemed 
to vanish from my sight, and had I not that dark 
horse as a proof of the combat, I should begin to doubt 
very much whether I had really met the Red Knight, 
for it seems to me at the present moment as if I had 
been under the influence of a wild dream." 

*^ Let us see the phantom Dane's steed," said the 
lord of the castle. In the court-yard they found the 
coal-black horse, his eyes lustrous, his neck proudly 
arched, his coat of shining black, and a glittering war 
saddle on its back The first streaks of dawn began to 
appear. As Jtliey entered the castle-yard the steed 
grew restless and tried to break from the hands of his 
groom ; he champed his bit, snorted as in pain and 
anger, and struck the ground with his hoofs until the 
spai-ks flew ; but aa soon as the cock was heard to crow 
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the black horse had disappeared as mysteriously as his 
master, and was never seen again. 

It is almost needless to add that the Knight of the 
Hills and Lady Eva were united and lived happily. 

But as the subject has been a dry one, let us 
moisten it with a patriotic toast. Here is, wishing we 
may both live to behold the fulfilment of our poet^s 
prophetic lines : 

** Erin ! oh, Erin ! though long in tho shade, 

Thv star wUl shiuo out whon tho proudest shall fade." 
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JJITHIN a stone's throw of Templederrv, in the 
County of Tipperary, in a wayside cabin, lived 
two brothers, Dinny and Jerry Sheehy. Dinny 
was a warm-heai-ted, comely youth, with a frail form, 
but a clear understanding ; Jerry was a tall, muscular, 
able-bodied fellow, but dull of comprehension and 
stubborn as a mule ; Dinny was a wheelwright, Jeny 
was a blacksmitli. 

Rose Cumisky was DinnVs sweetheai-t, and I'll go 
bail diat the fairest rose that ever gi-ew among the 
golden vales of Tipperary would fade into insignifi- 
ciince if coaipared with the beauty and sweetness of 
Hose Cumisky. But ti*ue love is sometimes under a 
cloud, and so it proved to be in this case, forbig Jeiry 
had his • evil eye on the same Hose and tiied to cir- 
cumvent his brother. But the fragi'ant flower was too 
pure to bloom in such a barren, stony heart 

One calm autumn evening, after a hard day's work, 
Dinny and Jerry were taking supper, for they botli 
lived in the same cabin. Presently a low cry. and a 
stifled cough was heard coming from the bed chamber. 
Dinny was on his feet in an instant Jerry did not 
budge. Dinny drew asidd the bed curtains where his 
father, Sylvester Sheehy, was lying at the point of 
death. 

" How is it with you now, father, darlin' t ^ 

"I'm afeerd 'tis all over with me, Dim 
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matter, Father John has prepared tne well for the long 
journey I'll soon be traveliu'. My voice is waka 
Can ye hear what I'm sayin', acushla? *' 

" I can, father, but don't disti-ess yourself." 

^^ What bright light is that shining near the window 
where the honeysuckle is t " 

" It's the moonlight" 

"Where's Jerry!" 

" He is aitin' Iiis supper " 

" Call him." 

."1 will, father; Jeny, my father wants ye. 

" Don't bother me," said Jerry, " I'm goin' into the 
garden to have a smoke." 

" Did ye call him, Dinny t " asked tlie old man. 

"I did, father, but he's gone into the garden." 

" Never mind, Dinny, agra. You wor always a 
good, thoughtful, lovin' son — it grieves me I haven't 
much to lave ye — however, take that little silver snuff- 
box o' mine. You'll find it on the chimney piece. 
Prize it well, Dir.ny, for there's a charm in it — an' if 
ye should happen to be in great need, don't be sur- 
[ prised if the same works wonders." 

Before a hal f- hour had elapsed old S vl vester Sheeh/s 
worldly pilgrimage was at an end. After having 
• ])rayed for some time beside the remains of bis father, 
Dinny closed the curtains and quitted the chamber. 
With a heavy heart he went into the garden, where 
he jyas accosted by Jerry. 

" What's the matter I " said Jerry. " Your face 
looks as long as a fiddle. Now, listen to me, Dinny ; 
dVe mane to give up this foolish love of Rose Cumisky t 
H!ow can a poor pilgarlic like you support a wifet 
You that couldn't raise a pound u it would purchase a 
whole county. Now, mind me ; this night must end 
this matter for good or evil, for if Rose despises me 
for a husband I'll see that you will never win her for 
a wife." 
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"Jerry, how can ye spake such unnatural language 
at a time like this ? - 

" All times are aquil to me," said Jerry. 

" You don't know tliat all is over within t " 

"What d'ye mane!" 

" Jly father is dead," said Dinny, solemnly. 

"Well, I hope he's better off; I knew he couldn't 
last much longer — ^but that will be more expense on 



me.'' 



" Is tlmt all that's troublin' ye t " said Dinny. " Ah, 
Jerry, ye wor always an undutiful son. How can ye 
ever expect to Imve luck or grace I I have saved fifteen 
shillings, and 1 think that will nearly pay for my poor 
father's coffin ; for if you are so niggardly, you, that has 
fifty pounds in the bank at Thurles — if you're so 
mean spirited as to begrudge your money, I'd sooner 
pay the whole expense myself." 

" Maybe," said Jerry, sneeringly, ".my father left 
you a fortune in his will ; yon are so mighty generous ! " 

" This," replied Dinny, showing his father's snuff- 
box, " is the lortune my father left to me." 

" A silver snuff-box ; how much is it worth, Dinny ?" 

" 1 am not hucksther enough to be guessin' at tlie 
value of a dead man's gift." 

"It wouldn't fetch more than five shillin's at the 
most," mused Jerry. 

" AH the money you have in bank, Jerry, wouldn't 
buy it from me." 

" Why, ye simple sumachaun, couldn't I snatch it 
from you this minit if I cared a rap for it ? " cried Jerry. 

" ff I would allow ye, may be ye could." 

" Allow me, did ye say t " 

" That's exactly what I said, Jerry, my boyo, an' 
je may roar an' fume like a bull ; but, as big as ye are, 
you'll not frighten me with your black looks." 

" Assure as the moon is shinin' over us both, Dinny, 
if I hear any mora sucli chat I'll" — 
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" You wor always a blatlierumskite," interrupted 
Dinny ; " save your breath to cool your porridge. 

These words were no sooner uttered than Jerry had 
his brother by the throat Dinny struggled desper- 
ately to release himself from the vice-like grasp of his 
giant brother ; liis efforts were unavailing ; at leno^, 
after a long struggle, both fell to the groiind, rolling 
over each other until reaching the well near the end 
of tlie garden, where Dinny administered a kick with 
the full force of a goodly-sized brogue on Jerry's shin- 
bone. A cry of pain escaped the latter, who, spring- 
ing at once to his feet, with Dinny still in his clutch, 
and lifting him bodily into the air above his own head, 
dropped him with a yell of fiendish triumph into the 
old well. 

When Dinny arrived at the bottom of the well — at 
least so the story goes — he found himself without a 
scratch ; nor was that all — lie even found himself in a 
strange country. 

" Begorra," muttered Dinny, " this is a change for 
the better. What's this! A gi'ay stone wall, and 
such deliglitful trees. Faix, I niver saw the likes be- 
fore, and the birds— och I if I listen to such singin' 
I'm afeerd TU be enchanted. Whose domain is diis, I 
wonder ? " 

" Dinny, look up here ! " said a voice. 

" Somebody knows me," he cried, as he tuimed his 
gaze upward and espied a panoplied soldier pacing tlie 
ramparts. '' Oh, who is that in shinin' steel from head 
to foot t D'ye know me, sir!" 

" Do you see that lake ? " s;iid the soldier, and sure 
enough, when Dinny turned Iiis eyes to the right he 
discovered a broad, smooth, blue lake. 

" What a purty sthrame,*^ he exclaimed, " an' the 
posies along the banks — such flowers doesn't grow ia 
Ireland ; barrin' wun goes to the Botanical Gardens or 
the Phaniz Park, he'd niver see the likes o* these." 
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" Dinny,'* said the soldier, " you are a strah;^r, ai.d 
tlie duty of every stranger is to escort the queen from 
the lake to the palace ; will you obey ? " 

" To be sure, I will, an* glad o' the chance. Where 
is she ? ^ 

•* See, the boat is yonder on the lake." 

Dinny was more astonished than ever when he be- 
held a gorgeously adorned boat, studded with golden 
stai-s and manned by tiny sailors, who rowed with 
silver oars. Over the boat was a silken canopy to 
slielter them from tlie heat of the scorching sun. Near 
the vessel's prow^ was a pale-faced man weaiing a 
kingly crown, and beside him a beautiful woman, at- 
tired in a green robe. 

When the boat had reached the landing place, 
Dinny, with the gallantry of a knight-errant, assisted 
the queen ashore. The man with the crown, who was 
apparently an invalid, was earned carefully by his at- 
tendants and tenderly placed in a small golden car- 
riage. Dinny was politely requested by the queen to 
escort her to the palace, which stood on the brow of a 
hill overlooking the lake. On his way thither he in- 

auired the name of his fair charge, and was informed 
mt she was the oueen of the blue lake, and that the 
invalid in the golden carnage was her husband. 

** Whafs your husband's complaint? — if I may be 
so bowld as to az. But, 'pon me word, your majesty, 
he looks as if his days wor numbered." 

^' A cold in the head is what he complains of! an*- 
swered the queen. 

" A cowld in the head. Sure, that's only a tiifle." 

"On the contrary, we consider it very serious. 
The most eminent physicians our kingdom affords have 
failed in their efforts to effect a cme." 

" How long has he had the cowld, your majesty! " 

" Ten years," replied the queen. 

** Ten years, that's a long time ; he ought to be used 
to it by this. Maybe I can relieve him," || 
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" Oh, stranger, if you can but cure him all the 
wealth you desire shall be yours." 

" I don't say I can, but I'll do my best," said Din- 
ny, approaching the king, who commanded his attend- 
ants to stand still. " Can he sneeze, your majesty t " 
whispered Dinny. 

"No; that is where the great difficulty lies." 

" ni see what virtue there is in tliis," taking the sil- 
ver snuff-box from his pocket and applying a pinch of 
its contents to his Majesty's royal nose. 

" Huzza ! Huzza ! Long live the king ! " Shouts such • 
as these rent the air. A clap of thunder, the roar of 
artillery, in fact, a mighty earthquake would have been 
merely a whisper compared with the mighty sound 
produced by that single pinch of snuff. 

The effect on the king was talismanic. '* Ten long 
years have passed since I enjoyed such a sneeze. 
Friend, what is your name ? " 

" Dinny Sheeny, your Majesty." 

" Dinny," said the king, " you have cured me. I 
am your eternal debtor, and your rewai'd shall be as 
much gold as you can carry." 

We shall pass over Dinny's week of revelry within 
the palace. When taking his departure a large sack 
full of golden guineas was the only rewai*d he would ac- 
cept The queen having heard the history of his vil- 
lainous brother, Jerry, presented him with a beautiful 
ring to place on Rose Cumiskey's finger. " And here," 
said she, ^4s a snuff-box, shaped exactly like the 
magical one you already possess. The only difference 
is that it lacks the charm of yours. Present it witli 
my compliments to your amiable brother Jerry. Whea 
he hears of your good fortune he will doubtless be de- 
sirous of improving his own." 

To make a lon^ story short, before Dinny knew 
where he was he foupd himself ouce more in the up- 
per world. Standing with his sack of guineas besiae 
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the old well in his own garden, his first thought was to 
secrete his wealth. After pocketing about fift}' pieces, 
he dug a hole behind the cow-shed for his treasure. 
When he entered tlie cabin his brother was spell-bound 
at beholding, as he imagined, the apparition of the 
murdered Dinny Sheehy ; however, he was soon con- 
vinced to the contrary. Dinny was sorely giieved 
when speakinsf of his enforced absence from his 
father's funemi, and also from the girl of his heai't, 
Rose Gumiskey. 

** Faix, you wor far better engaged," said Jeiry ; 
" but how IS it you return with a pocket full o' goold 
after wan sliort week. Will ye tell me the secret?" 

" The secret is in this," said Dinny, producing the 
Queen's gift 

*• Wliat ! is it possible ? In our father's silver snuflf- 
box?" 

** Yes, indeed, Jerry ; when I reached the bottom o' 
the well I was dhry as a bone and h.idn't even a 
scratch on me, when I heard a voice savin': * Touch 
the third stone to the njrht wid the silver snuff-box.' 
I did as I was bid an' found myself in the lovely 
country I towld ye about" 

" Lend it to me, Dinny, till I try my luck ! " 

" On one condition." 

'•Whatisitt" 

<* That you return it wlien yo^i come back." 

" Agreed ! " <5ried Jeny, taking the box and running 
into the garden. 

While Jerry proceeded on his voyage of discovery 
Dinny uneaithed his treasure from behind the cow- 
shed and hastened to the cottage of Rose Cumiskey. 
The scene that followed baffles description. Suffice 
it that the banns of mannage having been announced 
from tlie altar three times before Dinny's disappear- 
ance, the young couple were united that night without 
a moment's delay* 
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Jerry was palled out of the well soon after, more 
dead than alive ; and to iiis dying day he was taunted 
by his neighbors with the jeering question : 

" Jerry, avick, where did ye lave the silver snufif- 
box!" 
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'* From a Munster vale they brought her^ 

From the pare and balmy air. 
An Ormond peasant daughter. 

With blue eyes and golden hair. 
They brought her to the city. 

And she faded slowly thore^ 
Consumption has no pity 

For blue eyes and golden hair.^ 

Ricliard DaUon WiUiami. 

^jR O'Leary and Mr. Lynch were well-to-do 
farmers, residing in a charming and richly 
cultivated section of Tipperary, adjoining the 
" Golden Vale,^ so called from its exceeding fertility. 
It wasy indeed, a romantic spot A pretty trout stream 
divided the two estates. The cottage of Mr. O'Leary 
formed a picturesque appearance, with its profusion 
of roses and woodbine trained by the hana of taste 
to twine around the lattice. A small grove of trees in 
front, where the wild-flowers grew in rich luxuriance, 
and the blackbird breathed his notes of joy and love, 
cast an air of rural beauty over the scene. 

The O'Learys had only one child, a lovely daughter; 
her name was Rosaleen. The peasantry, by whom 
she was idolized, called her Fair Rosaleen, the flower 
o' the Golden Vale. 

From the period of her sunny childhood it had 
been the deai'est wish of her parents to see her united 
to Darcy Lynch, the only son of their prosperous 
neighbor. 

189 
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Thoy gazed widi paternal pride on the opening 
beauty of the fair young Rosaleen, as she bounded 
through the pleasant, green meadows irx quest of the 
blooming wild-flowers, or rode with Darcy by the 
glassy lake. Tliey listened to her merry, ringing 
laugh, and fancied care would never reach a heai*t 
that beat so li<rhtly. 

Alas, they little thought that. even tlien the cloud of 
sorrow was gathering over that young head — that the 
hright young dream of happiness was soon to be 
broken. 

Dai-cy Lynch, the companion of her happy child- 
hood, the sharer of eveiy joy her heart had known, 
was about to leave his fathei-'s house and proceed to 
England on a business transaction which would com- 
pel liim to be absent for at least six months. 

The evening before his departure, he walked to Mr. 
O'Leary's cottage to bid farewell to his youth's com- 
panion, the fair, young Rosaleen. It was a lovely night 
m the glorious month of June. The sun was fast 
sinking in the western horizon, and its last departing 
rays had rested on the gray ruins of an ancient abbey, 
where this young, confiding couple had seated them- 
selves to enjoy, undisturbed, the last evening they 
might pass together. 

Darcy's danc eyes were bent in tenderness upon the 
fifice of Rosaleen. She raised her eyes, and, meeting 
that deep, tender gaze, inquired in a sweet voice the 
cause of his sadness. ^ 

'^ Rosaleen,'' he exclaimed, with passionate earnest- 
ness, ** I am about to leave you, and, perhaps, ere I 
return, you will be the bride of another. It is this 
maddening tliought that falls like a darksome cloud 
over my spirits, and at this our parting moment makes 
me sad indeed ! '' 

Rosaleen spoke not, but Darcy saw the struggle 
for composure which rent her bosomy and in a 
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moment he was breathing in her ear the dearest wisli 
of his heart, and there, witliin tliat quiet sanctuary of 
ages long gone by, tliey exchanged vows of eternal 
constancy. 

Weeks passed on Darcy was fixr away, and fair 
Rosaleen was left to wander alone by the gentle lake 
or in the grassy dells, to pluck the wild-flowers which 
Darcy had so often woven in garlands to twine around 
her golden tn'sses. She strove in vain to dispel the 
melancholy ^vhich was preying on her spirits ; her 
wild, guy laugh was hushed ; her bounding step be- 
came languid and slow ; the rose had faded from her 
cheek, and the spaikling lustre of her blue eyes was 
dim. 

Her parents saw with alarm the fading blossom, yet 
knew not the cause of her decay, for the seci'et lay 
buried in her own bosom. Months passed on, and still 
she heard nothing from Darcy. Tlie winter ended, 
spring returned again, with the birds and flowei's, but 
it awoke no responsive note in the bosom of Kosaleen. 
The thorn was rankling in her heai-t; the soitow 
which kills, but moans not, was preying on her heart's 
core. She would sit for hours near the ruined abbey, 
where Darcy first breathed to her the burning words 
of love, and muse upon the happy past, until her 
heart swelled almost to breaking. Then would she 
return to her cottage, and force a smile to light up 
her pale and pensive face, to cheer her anxious parents. 

And where was Darcy Lynch gone f Why did he 
linger from the smile of his promised bride! Ohl 
how can I relate it t He was breathing into another 
ear the same fatal poison which had won the heart of 
the too confiding Rosaleen. , 

A short time after his departure, he bec^ime acquainted 
with Eveleen Desmond, a lovely orphan, residing with 
her aunt. A few weeks passed in the society of 
Eveleen sufficed to show him that his attachment for 
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Bosaleen was mere brotherly affectiorii and he learned 
to love Eveleen with all the fervor of his passionate 
nature. She gave him her heart in retura, and tliey 
were to be united the following spring. 

Time passed on, and Darcy, with his lovely bride, 
was daily expected to return to Ireland. The last 
ray of hope departed from the agonized bosom of 
Bosaleen when she heard the fatal news, but she 
roused her woman's pride, and nerved her heai*t to meet 
the trial that awaited her. 

Mr. Lynch gave a ball to welcome his son to his 
old homo. The evening came, and Bosaleen repaired 
to her chamber to dress for the gay scene, when she 
would meet again the long-worshipped idol of her 
heart, now the husband of another^ Oh, bitter was 
the anguish of that young heart, as she paced her 
chamber with a burning cheek and flashing eye, but 
she stifled her emotion, and ventured to the parlor, 
where her father was waiting to conduct her to the 
ball. 

Never had she appeared so touchingly beautiful as 
on this night, to her so fraught with misery. She was 
arrayed in simple white ; her golden hair, flowing in 
grraceful ringlets over her neck, was oiiiamented'with 
a simple wreath of white roses ; her eyes beamed with 
uneartlily brightness, and the hectic flush shed its 
rich but fearful hue upon her cheek. 

That evening she was foremost in the dance and 
gayest in the song. Darcy witnessed her wild 
gayety with delight, and thought her love had passed 
away as lightly as his own. He saw not the aching 
heart beneath, he heai'd not the smothered sigh that 
was hushed within her bosom. 

" Remember me not as a lover. 

Whose hope was crossed. 
Whose bosom can never recover 

The light it hath lost; 
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As the yonng bride remembers the mother 
She loTes, thonrh she never may see» 

As a sister remembers a brother. 
Oh, dearest, remember me.^ 

The evening wore on, and Bosaleen returned home 
in a state of mind bordering upon frenzy. She flew 
to her chamber. 

"It is over,^ she exclaimed- "The last tie that 
bound me to earth is broken. I have lived to see 
him who taught me my first lesson of love the hus- . 
band of another. I have seen him breathe soft words 
of love into her listening ear, and my breaking heart 
can bear no more.'* 

Strange ! When woman gives her young heart with 
all its gushing tenderness to one being, without the 
society of that being, what is all the world to herf 

Kind friends may gather around to pour the balm 
of consolation into her wounded bosom; nature may 
pour forth her beauties; the loveliest flowers may 
bloom at her feet, yet she heeds not their varied tints 
and gentle fragrance. 

Thus it was with Rosaleen ; the moon was shining 
in at the window from which she was gazing not at 
the beautiful rose tree before it, which shed such 
sweet perfume on the air that stole into the chamber ; 
not at the fi-agrant honeysuckle that, in happier 
hours, she had taught to twine around the lattice. 
No, her thoughts dwelt not on the beauties of that 
moonlight scene; her aching eye was fixed on her 
favorite trysting place, the gray abbey ruin; and 
memory had wsuted her back to the time when she 
sat with Darcy beside that hallowed shrine and 
breathed her first young vow of love. 

Hour after hour she sat buried in a deep and pain- 
ful reverie, until wearied nature at last gave way, and 
she sank into a gentle slumber. 

She awoke in a burning fever, and in the madness of 
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delirium, first revealed the secret of her long cherished 
love. She spoke of the inward struggle that had torn 
her hearti her midnight tears, and called wildly on 
Darcy to give her back her priceless treasure of a free 
and happy heart, and restore to her pai-ents their 
idolized, their only child. 

All that tlie distracted parents could do was done to 
save her. She was brought to Dublin for change of 
air; the best medical aid was provided, but in vain. 
The most skilful hand could could not bind up the 
broken heart, and in one short year from the night of 
her last meeting with Darcy, she breathed her last in 
the arms of the good Sistere of Charity. Thus per- 
ished faTr Rosaleen, the flower of. the Golden Vale. 
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*ACK Purcel was a good-lmniored, rnddy-faced 
young man, compact and vigoroua. He wjus spir- 
ited and generous, and as brave as a lion ;.Iie could 
wrestle, kick foot-ball, jump, or liurl better than any 
boy of his size in the parish of Mullinahone. But the 
pride of Mullinahone, the mountain maidof Tipperarj-, 
was the charming Grace Donnelly, the flower of 
Slieve-na-Mon. Jack Purcel loved Grace, and, of 
course, as a natural consequence, Grace retui-ned the 
compliment 

Now, Phil Donnelly, the father of the fair young 
Grace, was acknowledjred to be the greatest piper in 
the four provinces. Phil, though a generous, warm- 
hearted man, had one fiiult, if fault it can be called, and 
that was vanity — vanity in his musical prowess — ^and 
to such a pitch did he cany it, that one evening, at a 
merry-making near the cross-roads, he registered a 
vow that no boy in the whole county would ever get 
his consent to many Grace. 

" No," said he, ** she'll go single all her life, ban-in* 
thc'it whoever would maiTy her can prove himself a 
better piper than her father." 

" That seals my fate," said poor Jack Purcel, " for 
I know no more about music than I do o' the Greek 
languafi^e." 

^' Ochy Grace, jewel," said Jack to his colleen, one 
bright morning in June ; '^ what is to be done, darling 

aoo 
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at all| at all 1 Your fathei-'s vow the other night was 
like a death knell to my hopes.** 

" Jack, acushia, don't break down that way — ^alPs 
not lost yet Can't ye go into practice for a year or 
tw0| an' who knows but in the coorse o' time ye'd be 
able to bate my father." 

"Bate yer lather, is it! No, Grace, not if I kep* 
practisin' from this till Tib's Eve. The dickens in it, 
for music, it has brought two faithful heai'ts to apurty 
pass." 

" Do ye know what I was thinkin', Jack t " 

•* What was.it, Grace!" 

"Of coorse, ye know the spot called the Fairy 
Cave." 

"I do ; in the -side of Slieve-na-Mon, about three 
miles from this. Well, what about the Fairy Cave, 
machree f " 

" I'm towld, Jack, that the sweetest sounds can be 
heard comin' out of it on a quiet night" 

" That's true enough, jewel, if we're to believe what 
we hear." 

" An' 'tis said, if any one has the courage to enter it 
they get such a knowledge o' music that no human 
skill can aquil ." 

" Grace, darlin'," said Jack, " I had my mind med 
up on emigratin' to Ameriky, but your cheerful words 
make a new man o' me. So, instead o' crossin' the 
Atlantic, I'll visit the Fairy Cave to-night" 

"To-night!" 

" YiS| darlin', 111 make hay while the sun shines." 

" But if the good people should make a prisoner o' 
ye in the mountains for life, what's to become o' me ! " 

"Don't be afeerd, Grace, darlin'; before you are 
three days owlder you'll see me again, and even if I 
don't happen to find the gift o' music, my heart, like 
your own, will still be in the right place, mavoumeen." 

After a few mutual promises they parted. 
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On the evening' of thnt day Jnrk Pnrcel set out for 
the nionntnins of Slieve-n*i-Mon, havii.<r previouKly 
.])rovidt^d himself with a torch and takin<r with him ior 
company liis friend Hilly Donovan. The hour was 
now a little past twilight; the road to the fairy cave 
wfus wild and d<'Sfdate; on each side of theni were a 
variety of lonely lakfs and abrupt pie«'ipii'es; the sun 
had just g'ouH down Li about *an hour, lioweNer, 
after nun-h difficulty, they succeeded in reaching the 
Fairy Cave. The entrance was thickly overgrown with 
briars and bushes. 

At length, having cleared away every obstacle, tli«y 
soon discovered an opening in the mystic cave, and 
after lighting the torch Jack Purcel atid his friend 
proceeded- on their way, often stopping to admire the 
beauty of the U«t)dscape that presented itself to their 
view as they advanced. In the far distance rose the 
outlines of a hill whose gi*een and sloping base melted 
into the moonlit bosom of a smooth lake. 

" Begorra, Billy,*' whispered Jack to his friend, 
'^Killarney couldn't howld a candle -to this puity 
spot" 

Sometimes they were compelled to creep on their 
hands and knees through the narrowest passes until 
they arrived at the margin of the hike. 

Beside the lake was a green fairy ring, into which 
as Purcel inadvertently stepped, he was struck to the 
earth and instantly deprived of all consciousness. 

He was awakened by the sounds of soft music, and 
opening his eyes beheld surrouiuling liini a large com- ^ 
pany of little people playing on music^il instruments, 
who, the moment they saw that he was awake, desired 
him to follow them, and touching him with their wands 
they immediately flew across the lake, Jack having 
become as aerial as any of them in their nn'dst, and 
alighted on an island which, they infortned hiu), was 
named "The Isle of Music." Through this liappy 
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island flowed a river of such crystalline clearness that 
Parcel could plainly distinguish the gleaming of the 
precious gems whicli studded its bed. Flocks of birds 
varying in beauty skimming through the air joined 
their gushes of melody to the rapturous combination 
of sounds pervading the island ; not a dog barked nor 
a cow lowed but in the purest harmony. 

Purcel was then conaucted by the fairies into the 
presence of a venerable man with a long white beard, 
descending to his chest This was the Bard of the 
Isle of Music. 

The bard held his court on a beautiful elevation 
covered with the softest moss of never-fading green. 

" Mortal, whence come you?** demanded the bard, 
as he looked with a stem eye upon the* trembling 
Jack Purcel. 

"From Mullinahone, your mightv hardship,** re- 
plied Jack. 

" What is your name ? ** 

" Mistlier John Purcel, at your royal sarvice.** 

" And why are you here, trespassing on oxir domin- 
ions I ** 

" I kem here, your majesty, to see if I could borry a 
loan o* the gift o* music before I begin to learn the 
bagpipes.** 

" O, you wish to become a piper? " 

"Yes, your bardsliip, the best in Ireland, if ifs 
plazin' to ye.** 

" Know you not,** said the bard, " that the gift of 
music seldom bestows happiness on its possessor ? ** 

" I know, your majesty, that the same gift would 
make me the happiest man alive, for it's then I'd be 
able to maiTy the colleen o' my heart, Grace Don- 
nelly." 

Jack then told the bard the whole of his sorrows, 
and how his love for Grace had occasioned his visit to 
the Fairy Cave. The bard was touched and highly 
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g^tified by poor Purcel's devotion to his betrothed 

"Well, Jack,** he exclaimed, ** you shall have your 
wish." So saying he ordered one of his attendants to 
pick him a bagpipe off the nearest tree, and then, com- 
manding silence, played that sweetest and most sor- 
rowful of all the melodies, the Irish air of "Shuil 
Agra," with such exquisite pathos that the tears ran in 
torrents down the tender visage of Jack Purcel ; the 
dying cadences were softly eclioed by the soughing of 
the trees and the melodious whispers of the flowers. 

** li}" the powers o' delight," cried Purcel, " if I was 
the owner o' them pipes I'd feel prouder than a king 
this miniL I only wish they wor mine — it's then I'd 
brinjj the joy to the sorrowful hearts o' the poor." 

" Jack Purcel," said tlie bard solemnly, ** your re- 
quest is granted. You came here with a pure motive 
for tlio sake of the girl you love, and from this hour," 
he added, handing Jack the bngpipe, "you are the 
most celebrated piper in green Erin." 

Jack, on being requested to favor the court with a 
sample of his newly-acquired skill, bowed, and taking 
tlie instrument into his hands, felt such a flood of in- 
spiration rnshing upon him that the buoyancy tliereof 
nearly lifted him off his feet 

He tlien began, and, considering that it was his de- 
but, and that his audience was formed of first-rate 
judges, he dis|)layed considenible confidence and self- 
assurance. To hia ecstatic delight he found himself 
complete master of the instniment The piece he per- 
formed was the s))irit-stirring strain of the " Blackbird," 
and the shrill chanter, as it rang across the l«ke, elic- 
ited tumultuous applause; after which Jack, in grati- 
tude, prostrated himself at the foot of the emerald 
throne to tender his warm acknowledgment for his in- 
valnable gift, when suddenly the whole scene disap- 
peared, and lie found himself, not in a fairy ring, where 
the good people had discovered him, but carefully de- 
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posited near the entrance to the Fairy Cave, The first 
terrestrial Hound that greeted his ear was the voice of 
Iiis friend, Billy Donovan. 

"Arruh, man alive, d^ye mane to sleep yer sivin 
sinnen away I '* 

Jack essayed to answer, but could not ; he had only 
time to feel rliat the inspired pipe was still under his 
arm, before relapsing a^ain into insensibility ; in this 
state he was borne to his mother's cabin, where he lay 
in a profound slumber for three days, at the expiration 
of which he awoke, and, seizing the enchanted pipes, 
burst forth into such strains of music that in less tlian 
an hour brought the whole parish of Aiullinahone to 
listen to him, and so powerful was the impression he 
made that young and old pronounced him the best 
piper in the universe. Even Phil Donnelly himself 
acknowledged his superiority. And, if we are to 
believe our fireside chronicler, Grace Donnelly event- 
ually became the wife of tlie finest piper in Ireland. 
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t|^T is, perhaps, a half a century ago since the 
^ heroP of our sketch, one Bernard Cavanagh, as- 
tonished the inhabitants of tlie fair city on tlie 
Liffy with the startling announcement tliat lie had 
adopted a new system of diet, which was neither more 
nor less than going without any food. Now, Mr. 
Cavanagh was a stout, comely gentleman to look at, 
who conversed pleajwmtly on the common topics of 
the day, and seeuied, on the whole, to enjoy his life 
much like other people. 

He was to be seen for a shilling, children half price. 
His success was so enormous in the In.sh metropolis, 
tliat several large towns and cities in different parts of 
the empire requested him to visit them. In fact, 
Cavanagh was now the cry, and as Barney appeared 
to grow fat on fasting, his popularity knew no bounds. 
Unfortunately, however, ambition, the bane of so 
many other great men, numbered him also among its 
victims- 
He proceeded to England, and if while there he had 
been content with London as the sphere of his tri- 
umphs, there is no saying how long he might have 
gone on starving with satisfaction. Whether it is 
Siat the people are less observant thei-e, or more ac- 
customed to see similar exhibitions, I cannot tell; 
but true it isy they paid their shillings, jfelt his ribs, 
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walked home, and pronounced Bamej a most exem- 
plary Irishman. 

But, not content with the capital, he must make a 
tour of tlie provinces, and accordingly went starve- 
or rather stairing it about Leeds, Birmingliam, Man- 
chester, and all the otiier manufacturing towns, as if 
in mockery of the poor people who did not know the 
secret liow to live witliout food. 

Air. Cavanagh was now living — if life it can be 
called — in one of the best hotels, wiien, actuated by 
tliat spirit of inquiry that characterizes the gentler 
sex, a respectable lady paid him a visit, to ascer- 
tain, if possible, how far his system mighf be made 
applicable to her guests, who, whatever their afflic- 
tions, labored under no such symptoms as his. She 
was pleased with Barney. lie was a man of good 
address, and, albeit he professed to live on air, was 
' finely proportioned, better, indeed, than many of her 
daily dinner party, and had withal that kind of joy- 
ous, rollicking, hap))y-go-lucky style that seems to 
bespeak good condition. But this the poor lady, of 
course, did not know to be an inherent property in 
an Irishman, however poor his situation. 

After an interview of an hour long she took her 
leave, not exhibiting the usual satisfaction of other 
visitors, but with a dubious look and meditative ex- 

Eression, tliat betokened a mind not made up, and a 
eart not at ease. She was clearly not content 
Perhaps the abortive effort to extract a confession 
from Mr. Cavanagh might be the cause, or perhaps 
she felt like many respectable people, whose curiosity 
is only the advance-guard to their repentance, and 
who never think that in any exhibition they get the 
worth of their money. 

Tills might be the case ; for as fasting is a negative 
process there is really little to see in the performer. 
The lady, however, went her way, not indeed on bos* 
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pitable thoughts intent, bat turning over in her mind 
various theories about abstinence, and only wishing 
she had the whole of the Cavanagh family for board- 
ers at a guinea a week. 

Late in the evening of the same day, tliis estimable 
lady was returning from an early tea through an 
unU^uented suburb of Manchester, when suddenly^ 
her eye fell upon Bernard Cavanagh seated in- a little ' 
shop, a dish of sausages and a plate of ham before 
him, wliile a frothing cup of porter ornamented bis 
right liand. It was true, he wore a patch over his eye, 
a large beard, and various other disguises; but tliey 
served him not She knew him at once. The result 
is soon told. The police were informed. Mr. 
Cavanagh was captured. The lady gave her testi- 
mony in a crowded court, and he who lately was 
rolling on the wheel of fortune, was now condemned 
to foot it on a very different wheel. The magistrate, 
who was eloquent on the occasion, called him an im- 
postor and sentenced him to three nmnths* imprison- 
ment and hard labor at the treadmill, and all for no 
other cause than that he could not live without 
food. 

We have never heard of any one who, discovering 
the fictitious chai*acter of a novel he had believed as 
a fact, waited on the publisher with a modest request 
that his money be returned to him. 

Yet the conduct of the lady toward Mr. Cavanagh 
was exactly of this nature. How did his appetite do 
her any possible injury? What sins against lier con- 
science were contained in his quiet repast t And yet 
she must appeal to the justice as an injured woman. 
Cavanagh had imposed upon her. She was wronged 
because he was hungry. All his narrative, beautifully 
consti*ucted and artfully put together, went for nothing; 
his look, his manner, his enteitaininsf anecdotes, his 
fascinating conversation, his time — from ten in the 
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morning till eight in the evening — went all for nothing.' 
Tills really is loo bad. 

Do we ask of every author to be the hero he de- 
scribes! Is Stevenson Di\ Jekyll, «nd Mr. Hyde? 
Is Rider HHjrjrard Cleopatra? Is Wilkie Collins the 
WoniMH in White f Aud yet Bernard Cavanagh was 
no more ;;uiity than any of these g^'iitlenien. He 
Wiis an ideal representation of a man that fasted ; he 
narrated all 'the sensations want of fc»od 8ng;rests : its 
dreamy deliilitv, its lan^ruid stnpor, its paintnl suffer- 
ing, its stage of struirgle and suspense, ending in a 
victory whernthe mind, the conqueror over the baser 
nature, "jisHerts its prouil and gh>rious supremacy in 
triumph of volition, and for this beautiful creation of 
his brain he is sent to the treadmill, as though, instead 
of a poet, he had been a pickpocJiet 
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" And her gliost was seen to glide. 
Smiling, o'er the fatal tide'' — Moore. 

if^N the western coast of Ireland, where a wild prom- 

\&i^ ontoiy stretches out amici the waves of tlie At-* 

lantic, is a small hamlet or fishing station. Its site 

is in the cleft of a deep ravine, through which a small 
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stream trickles amid sand and sea slime to the little 
estuaiy formed by the sea at its mouth. 

It was on a cold, gray morning in October that two 
individuals were loitering nj) a nanow path from the 
hamlet, which led to the high main road, pjissing from 
village to village along the coast, bninches from which, 
at in-egular intervals, j)enetrated tlie cliffs to the dif- 
ferent fishing srations along the b(snch. 

The road, on rising from the village, runs along the 
summit a considerable height above the sea. 

A reft or chasm nearly perpendicular in the steep 
wall towards the sea left the mountain path without 
protection, save by a slender paling, for the space of a 
few yards only. 

As we before mentioned, twoperaons wore loitering 
up this path; they paused at the brink of the chasm. 
The loyei*'s gaze was on his mistress, and tlie maiden's 
eye was bent on tlie ground. " Ailoen, jewel o* my 
lieart's core, why is it you trate me so cowldly now 
that my ship's ready and I'm so soon to lave ye ? 
Don't be turning yer pretty bine eye away like that, 
inachree, when ye know that but wan tendher glance 
would send a ray of sunshine to njy heart Only I'm 
sure that ye love me, your proud behavior would sur- 
prise n)e." 

*' If you're so sure," retorted the haughty Aileen, 
" what more need be said I " 

**Only say the word v/ith yer own lips, darlin', an' 
then ril be doubly sure. Here's the ring ; take it, 
acushla, an' 'twill be a pledge of our love for aich 
other.'' 

"No, Gerald, don't ask me to take it yet, for fear — ^" 

" For fear of what, Aileen f " exclaimed Gerald. 
**If you refuse to pledge me your word now, asthore, 
somethin' tells me that soitow will overtake one or 
both of us. Look, darlin', at this ring — there's some- 
thin' remarkable about it Look at the gem that's in 
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it ; at wan time it's bright and sunny, like your own 
. sweet smile, and the next minute it's cowld an' hazy, 

h*ke ,"like yer own unfeeling heart, lie would 

have said, but he leaned on the slender barrier, as he 
spoke, and his eye wandered away over the dim and 
distant wave, across which he whs about to depart 

" If the ring is so cliangeable as you seem to think,** 
said Aileen, ** I'd sooner have nothing to do with it" i 

" Aileen, them words from your lips fall on my spirits 
like the keen ice- wind, that freezes while it withers." 

As Aileen turned aside her head, perhaps to hide a 
gleam of tenderness tliat belied her speech, Gerald 
seized her hand. . 

" Aileen, listen well to me," he continued. " If ye 
intend to marry another there's a doom before ye 
which, I'm afeerd, you'll not be able to prevent" fie 
looked steadfastly upon her, but Aileen spoke not A 
tear quivered througn her drooping eye-lashes, and her 
lips grew pale. " But I must lave ye," said Gerald. 
" My vessel is ready to sail, and " — he drew her gently 
toward the brink — " it will part us, I'm afeerd, forever. 
But no, Aileen, not forever. You'll be tlie wife of an- 
other, maybe, when I come back, and — och ! I can 
hardly spake the word — ^'twould kill me." 

He started back as from a spectre which his imagina- 
tion had created — ** but take this ring — an' let it be 
f ye like a good angel that's keepin' guard .over ye, 
and if anybody should seek your love, look on this, 
for it will be a silent witness over your very thourfits— 
'twill watch ye, my own g^'a gal machree, as if I my-, 
self stood beside ye." 

But Aileen returned the ring. 

" Don't ask me to take it, Gerald ; let me beg of you 
not to wind the links around me, for fear 1 might 
think them fetters and wish to break them." 

" Then I vow," said Gerald, vehemently, " that no 
hand but youi*s will ever wear it" 
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He raised his arm, and the next moment the ring 
would Lave been hurled into the gulf, but ere it feu 
he cast another glance at Aileeur Her heart was full ; 
the emotions she sought to quell quivered convulsively 
on her lips ; he seized her hand, but when he looked 
again upon the ring, it was broken. Aileen turned 
pale, and Gerald himself shuddered as he beheld the 
omen. Another train of feeling had taken possession 
of Aileen, and now that the slighted token was in dan- 
ger of being withdrawn, she became anxious for its 
possession. She received the token — a slight crack 
upon its rim was visible, but this fracture did not pre- 
vent its being retained upon the hand. 

After this brief developmrnit their walk was con- 
cluded. Tliey breathed no vows. A lock of h«ir only 
was exchanged. Tiie last adieu was on their lips, and 
the broad deck of the vessel beneath Gerald's feet, 
whence he saw the tall cliff sink down into the ocean, 
and with it his hopes, that seemed to sink forever in the 
8amegul£ 



Some few years afterward, on a still evening, about 
the same time of the year, a boat was lowered from a 
distant vessel in the offing. Three men pulled ashore 
as the broad, full moon rose up, red and dim, from the 
mist that hung upon the sea. One of the passengers 
stepped hastily on shore. He spoke a few words to 
the rowel's, who threw the oars into the boat, fastening 
her to the roeks. Aiierward they betook themselves to 
a tavern, but the individual whom the rowers had put 
ashore strode rapidly up the path and paused not until 
he approached the cliff, where a few years before the 
agony of one short hour had left its aeep furrows for- 
ever on his memory. The incidents of that memorable 
day were then renewed with such vividness that he 
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hurried forward in the vain hope of flying from the 
anguish he could not control. 

A dark, plain house stood at no great distance, and 
thither his footsteps were now directed. A little pite 
opened into a gravel walk. He leaned upon the wick- 
et, as though hesitating to enter. Hy this time the 
moon rose high ;uid clear above the mist which was 
yet slumbering on the ocean, She came foith glori- 
ously, without a shadow or a cloud. 

As Gerald approached the house he heard a soft, 
faint melody from within. It was Aileen*s voic^. He 
could not be mist^iken, though yeai-s had passed by. 
The melody that he heard was a wild and njouniful 
ballad, which he had once given to her when the hours 
flew on sparkling with delight^ and she had not for- 

fotten him. The thought was too thrilling to endure, 
lis brain throbbed with ecstasy. Unable to restrain 
his impatience, he applied hastily to the door. Then 
came an intei'val of haiTOwing suspense. He shud- 
dered when he heard the approaching footsteps, and 
could with difiiculty address the person who stood in- 
quiring his errand. 

"*Is Aileen within t ** asked Gerald. 

*' She is, sir " The door was thrown open, and 
Gerald stood in the presence of Aileen. The meeting 
was too sudden for preliminary forms and courtesies. 
Aileen, after a short gaze of astonishment and dismay, 
covered her face. A low groan escaped her. She 
threw herself convulsively on the chair. 

"Aileen, darlin,' spake to me," exclaimed Gerald. 
She shuddered as though the sound awakened the 
slumbering echoes of memory. 

" Lave me, Gerald," she cried, " lave me." 

"Lave ye?" said Gerald in a tone that no words 
can describe. "Ah, 'tis as I feared, Aileen," and the 
broad impress of despair wfis upon his brow, legibly, 
indelibly written. 
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" I am here,^ he continued, " to claim your hand.^ 
"M}' hand, Gerald, belongs to another." 
" Another t Who is it ye mane, Aileen ? " 
" My husband ! " Tliough anticipating the reply, 
the words went like an an*ow to liis heart We will 
not describe the separation. With unusual speed he 
descended the path toward the village He rushed 
past the cleft with averted looks, fearful that he might 
be tempted to leap the gulf. He entered the tavern, 
but 80 changed in manner and appearance that his 
companions, fearful tluat his senses were disordered, 
earnestly besought him to take some rest and refresh- 
ment In the end he was persuaded to retire to bed. 
But ere long fever and delirium had seized him, and in 
tlie morning he was pronounced by a medical attend- 
ant to be in extreme danger, requiring the interposition 
of rest and skill to effect his cure. 



It was in the cold and heavy mist of a December 
evening that a female was seated upon the tall cliff 
above the chasm we have described. As the solitary 
gull was wheeling around her she spoke to it with 
grcjit eagerness and gesticulation. 

" Leave me ! leave me t " she cried. " Gerald is 
gone — gone — my poor brain. They tell me I am 
mad, but I'll not believe them — but where is the ring t 
— the pledge — broken, broken like my poor heart 
Yes, yes, I must be mad." 

And a scream so wild and pitiful escaped her, it was 
like the last agony of the spirit when riven from its 
shrine ; her hair, wet with the drizzly atmosphere, hung 
about her face. She suddenly tlirew it aside, as* if 
listening. 

" That's Gerald 1 Yes, he's comin* again." 

Sunset was near, both sky and ocean were blent in 
on6| the purple beam ran out so along the waves, that 
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every billow might now he seen. Aileen climbed 
over the rail, she stood on that extreme verge so fear- 
ful and abrupt 

" He's callin' me. Oh, why did he leave me so soon ! 
I must go, his vessel is on the wide Atlantic, an' he'll 
never come back." 

She buried her head in her lap and wept 

Her features were yet beautiful, though wasted by 
sorrow. As she gazed a smile passed over her like a 
sunbean^ on the dark billows. She waved her hand. 

** lie's waitiu' for me. I'm comin', Gerald, I'm corn- 
in'." She wrapped her cloak closer around her, and, 
with one wild and appalling shriek leaped the dizzy 
height, by the foot of which her mangled remains were 
shortly afterward discovered. The ring was found 
uninjured, save by a crack through the rim. 

Genild recovered, and for years afterward his daily 
walk was to the cleft, which was said to be visited by 
Aileen's spirit, and which still continues to be called the 
Haunted Cliff. 
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t^JSlS mftny a year ago since what I am going to 
^2J tell ye happened. 

'Twas long before the stranger came over with 
Strongbow to n.le us in our own land — would ye be- 
lieve me ? In them days giants used to be as plfurifui 
as potatoes hi a prosperous sayson. Why, if a body 
happened to stand less timn six feet hi^rh in ancient 
times he'd be laughed at as a weeny bit of a dwarf. 
Troth, he'd have the whole counthry flockin' to »ee 
hiu) as a sort of a world's wondher. 

Well, at the tiuje I'u) spakin' of there lived ne«r the 
Rock o' Casliel, in the county of Tipperary, one Darby 
Moynahan. He was thought to be the biggest man in 
Ireland. He stud nine feet in his stockiu's, an' for 
strength, no man could howld a candle to him. Ho 
could down a bullock wid wan tap of his little finger. 
Only wan thing dampened poor Darby's sperrits — 
an' that was becase he couldn't find his aquil ; the 
dickens a boxer far or near had the pluck to stand for- 
ninst him, not wan in Ireland. At last, a whisper came 
across the water from Scotland consarning a giant in 
that counthry who was said to be even superi^ir to 
Darby lloynahan in size an' strength ; more betoken, 
he, nice Darby, was always pining an* praying that he 
might meet his match. Well, begorra, as soon as my 
bowld Darby heard the news, he sint a challenge at 
wanst, invitin' the Scotchman to come over to Ireland 
an' wrestle him collar-an'-elbow, so that lie might shake 
some o' the pride out of him. 

«7T 
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He soon got an answer, telliu' him that the challenge 
was accepted, an* advising Iiim at tlie same time to 
make his pace an' prepare for In's funeral, " for," said 
the Scotch giant, in liis note, " I never botch my work." 

On the mornin' that the Scotchman landed in Ireland 
Darby inquired of a friend of his that had seen the 
furriner arrive, how big he was. 

" How big is it ? Troth, Darby, between you an' 
me, he's as big an' a half as yourself; an' from what 
Fro towld, you'll be as dead as mutton when he's 
through wid ye, for they say he always kills his man." 

Poor Darby, when he heard such a frightful account 
of his rival, began to grow onasey in his mind ; he 
went at wanst to his cabin to ask the advice of Norah, 
his wife; but before the poor woman could answer 
him, his youngest son Dinny kem runnin' into the house, 
bawlin' for his father an' mother to come to the door 
and see the gi*eat big man comin' through the boreen. 

Darby peeped through the window an' tumed the 
color of milk at the sight of the wondheif ul Scotch giant. 

** Norah alanna I " said he, ** ye may get my coffin 
ready, for here comes a man that will soon make food 
for worms out o' your poor Darby." 

" Not while I can save ye, jewel," said Norah. " Sure, 
you're my own husband, Darby, an' it's my jooty to 
strain every nerve to purtect the man I vowed to love 
and obey ; only do as I bid ye, an' you'll be saved, 
and that too witliout dishonor." 

As she spoke she lifted her little daughter Aileen 
out of the cradle, and after puttin' it on a bed in another 
room slie made Darby take the child's place. An' 
when she covered him over snugly with a quilt slie sat 
beside him rockin' the cradle, while she sang : 

" Hush a bye, baby. 
On the hill top, 
When the wind blows 
The cradle will rock. 
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Poor Darby had to stuff the quilt into his mouth to 
prevent him from goin' into kinks; for if he didn't do 
that lie would have died wid the laughin' fit tliat over- 
took him. 

While Norah kept singing the owld lullaby, who 
should step into the cabin but the brawny Scotch giant 

In a voice that sounded for all the world like a clap 
o' thunder he axed if '* Darby Moynahan was to be 
seen t " 

Norali covered over Darby's face, an' walked quietly 
across tlie room to where the Scotchman stood, wid 
his head toucliin' one o' the raftei's, an', in a soft whis- 
per, she towld him tliat Darby was gone into the woods 
to get a mouthful o' fresh air before the wrestlin' match 
kem off. 

The giant then informed her that he'd wait whore 
he was till her husband's return ; with that he saited 
himself beside the turf-fire, lit his pipe, an' puffed away 
like a limekiln. 

" What's that ye have there ? " says he, fixen his 
bullet eyes on the cradle. 

** It's the child," said Nora, " an' I wouldn't give a 
peppercorn for your life if ye wake it before Darby 
comes home." 

^' I don't care a jack-straw about Darby," says tlie 
giant 

'* If ye wish to lave this house alive don't disturb 
the crature's sleep — he didn't get a wink all last night, 
he's cutting his eye-teeth, poor thing." 

The Scotchman looked mighty puzzled. 

'' If tliat's the child," said he, ** how big is the father? '^ 

"You'll soon be able to judge for yourself," said 
Norah; "but I can tell ye this much, sir; whenever 
my husband is vexed that poor child in the ci-adle 
sometimes runs an' hides himself in one of his father's 
brogues." 

" Mammy," roared Darby from the cradle, " bring 
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in de big fat cow from de bam. I want to ait it before 
daddy comes home." 

** I will, agra," said Norali. " Oh, sir, you've woke 
the child! A king's ransom wouldn't save ye now if 
Darby meets ye." 

** Meelia murdher ! " screeched the giant; " d'ye call 
that gormandizer a cliild ! If he Ciin. devour a fat cow 
at a hincrle male, what sort of a cannibal must the father 
be f Tell Danb3%" says he, rising to his feet and bunip- 
ing Ins big head against an iron hook in the rafters, 
** I'll call again. Good mornin', ma'am." 

With that' he shot out o' Darby's cabin like a sky- 
rocket:, an' wsis niver seen or heard of in Ireland from 
that blessed day to this. 
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[Ada^acd from an old Irish Legend.] 



" I have heard that guilty creatures sitting at the play 

Have, by ihc very ctuining of the scene. 
Been struck so to the soul that presently 

They have proclaimed their malefactions ; 
For murder, though it have no tongue, will speak 

With most miraculous organ/' ^^Shakespeare. 

^T is tlie cusrom in ninny parts of Ireland, wliere 
^i| any incHvidual's deutli is supposed to have been 
caused hy foul phiy, that tlie iuliatiirauts oftlie 
murdered person's <listrii*t assemble to;^etlier and un- 
dergo a kind of ordeal by toudiing tiie corpse, each 
in his turn. Tiiis ceremony is ron>ideri'd a most de« 
cisive test in cases of sus|)icion of murder. It is an or- 
deal, indeed, to which few murderei-s wish to submit 
themselves, for in many instances, where the perpetra- 
tor of the horrid deed possessed strengih of mind or 
callousness of heart sufficient to subdue all appeai-ance 
of emotion in the moment of trial, some miraculous 
change in the corpse itself has been known to indicate 
the evil-doer. 

But to my story. Phil Melledy was an industrious 
young tenant farmer; his prospects were bright; in 
short, he was the most contented hoy of his ajre, which 
was twenty-six, in the whole County of Limerick. 
He was in love, too, and as he himself said, "loved 
the veiy ground fair Aileen walked on.'* Aileen loved 
him in return, but wa^f giddy-headed enough to let 
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him know that she could have more admirers than 
Phil to dance with at a fair if she wished. This piece of 
girlish vanity was Aileen's only fault, but one day slie 
can-ied it too far by dancing with Ulick Dhu, or Black 
Ulick, just for the sole purpose of tormenting Phil 
Melledy, her faithful lover. 

Ulicic was a dashing, good-looking fellow, but with 
a reputixtion anything but respectable. His ostensible 
pursuit was smuggling, but crimes of the darkest na- 
ture were freely whispered about him, and 3'et, in 
spite of all this, his rollicking nature and indomitable 
impudence enabled him to show himself in places 
where, although his evil reputation was well known, 
he was tolerated, either from supineness or more like- 
ly from the fe.ir of liis enmity. 

It is not surprising, then, that, as Phil Melledy stood 
by and saw this ruffian whispering soft words in 
Aileen's ear, his very heart should quake from appro- . 
hension. He had often experienced sensations of an- 
noyance before, but never to this extent, for he knew 
Ulick Dhu to be the very woi-st description of a reckless 
scoundrel. The festivities now over, Phil supposed 
that she would give up her partner and join him. But 
no; the foolish Aileen seemed proud of her conquest, 
and to take a sort of mad delight in wounding Phil's 
feelings to the uttermost At last, her better nature all 
predominating, she quitted Ulick and rushed over to 
tlie place where Phil had been standing ; but he was 
gone. 

It was now her turn to be miserable. Not all the 
soft speeches that were poured into her ear had power 
to console her, but her annoyance was at its height 
when Ulick Dhu, presuming upon the encouragement 
which she had given him, seated himself beside her, 
and in ardent langua^ declared himself her passionate 
lover. Poor, unthinking Aileen — she had evoked a 
spirit wliich she had no power to quell It was 
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more than a week after before Phil could bring hiinself 
to venture near Aileen, but finding that each succeed* 
ing day only made him more wretched, he determined 
to know his fate at once ; so, with a heavy heart, he 
neared her abode, lifted the latch, and entered. 

The fii-st sight that met his eyes was Ulick and 
Aileeu in earnest conversation. Tlie deep blush that 
crimsoned her to tlie very tliroat evinced to Phil tlie 
hopelessness of his case. She could not speak, nei- 
ther could he, but giving her one look, which sank into 
her very brain, he left the place. 

Meanwhile Aileen, appreliensive that he would do 
something desperate, sadly exclaimed : '* Heaven for- 
give and help me in this trying moment ! *' for the re- 
sult of her conduct was beginning to make itself awful- 
ly apparent 

Thinking to enlisten some good feeling from Ulick's 
generosity, she frankly acknowledged to him that her 
affections were entirely bestowed upon the absent 
PhiHp Melledy. She knew not tlie demon heart in 
which she had trusted; instead of inclining In'm to 
mercy her words only inflamed him into tenfold rage. 

"VVhat!" he exclaimed, "D'ye think to make u 
play-gi'ound o' my lieart t Have you been makin' a 
scoflf and an omadhaun o' me f Tell me wanst for all, 
Aileen, 'which of us it is you love in earnest t *' 

•' Phil Melledy is the man I tiuly loye," fervently 
exclaimed Aileen. 

" Then you have signed his death warrant and your 
own," cried Ulick, casting her rudely from him, and 
with a look of intense hate rushing from the cottage. 

His first care was to find Phil. The latter, on see* 
ing him, staited as though a serpent stood in his patlu 

** Phil," said Ulick, with a false smile, " cheer up, 
man alive, you're to be the happy bridegroom after all.** 

** What d'ye mane, Ulick Dhu — ^are you not the de* 
stroyer of my hope 1 " 
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"Not at all, PIiil avick. She was only mnkin' game 
o' me the whole time. (?onio, jrive me a »hake o'your 
hand a»id let me wish ye joy !" 

"Oh, Ulick, this is too good to he true!" 

"It's true enou«h then. YouVe the only mnn 
Aileen can ever love. Slie bid me ask ye to call 
Vound in tlie morning. Mjiyl>e 'tis to name the day 
she wants ye. Troth, Phil, it. is yon that's th« hirky 
man so it is — hut it's gettin' hito — I must lave ye. 
Good night. Don't forget to see Aileen in the morn- 
in'/' he added, as he left Phil's cottage. 

Soon afterward Phil missed a chisp kmTe with 
which he had been eating his supper, but after a short 
search thought no more of the nuitter, his very soul 
glowing with renewed delight at the thought of seeing 
his loved one on the morrow. About nu hour after, 
as he was preparing to retire for the night, it siuhlen- 
Iv occurred to him that he would like to take a walk 
toward Aileen's cottage. Perchance he should see her 
shadow on the curt^n'n. No matter; to gaze upoii the 
home that contained her would at least be something. 
So off he st;irted in that direction, a happy, feeling 

Eervading his every sense. Arrived within sight of 
er abotle he fancied he heard a stifled ^oan. In- 
spired with a horrible fear he ran wildly forward ; an- 
other terrible scream followed — it was the voice of his 
Aileen; with mad desperation he reached the place 
just in time to see the figure of a man, whom in the 
-doubtful light he could not recognize, rush from the 
door and disappear in the darkness. 

In breathless horror Phil entered. What a sight met 
his eyes I His beloved Aileen lay on the blood-dab- 
bled floor, in the last agony of departing natiue. She 
tow and evidently recognized Phil, for, 'nud the des- 

{)erate throes of ebbing life sue clutched his hand in 
lers, essaying, but in vain, to articulate; and with her 
gentle head resting on bis breast, her spirit passed away. 
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All this w^iR so Rudden and fearfully unexpected to 
Pliil that he scarcely knew 'twas reafity, and several 
of the surrounding nnVliSxirs, who had been alarmed 
by the outcry, came hastily in. 

'' See/' died one, ^^'tis as I thought, murder has been 
conirnitted.'' 

**And here is the knife used by the blood-thirsty 
monster, whoever he is," said another, as he picked up 
a gory knife from the fl«M>r. 

*'That knif« is mine," said Phil. 

** Yours ! " tliey all exclaimed at once " Then you 
have murdered her — let him be secured." 

But Phil needed no securing. Reason, which had 
been dethroned by this unexpected blow, had sc^ircely 
yet returned, to its seat Sullenly he suffered them 
to pinion his arms, and in the sanie room with the pre- 
cious casket, which once cont^iined his heart's treasure, 
he abided the remainder of the night in a state of 
mental torture, utterly incapable of being rendered in- 
to words. 

The morning after the awful occurrence a coroner's 
jury was simimoned, and the identity of the knife hav- 
ing been proved, added to his own admission, and the 
fact of his having been seen leaving Aileen's cottage 
the day before beinof testified to, every circumstance 
tended to fix the guilt u])on him. A verdict was de- 
livered accordingly. And Phil Melledy stood charired 
with the murder of one for whom he would will- 
ingly have shed his last drop of blood. 

with a degree of effrontery consonant with his gen- 
eral character, Ulick Dim made his appearance among 
the spectators who attended the inquiry, and was tiie 
loudest in his denunciation against the supposed crim- 
inal. 

" Murderer !'\cried Phil ** Friends, behold that 
fiend, who, not content with the life's blood of one 
victim, now comes to tiiumph in a doable murder.^ 
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" What does the villain mean ? '' exclaimed Ulick. 

*' Friends,** solemnly replied Phil, *'as I am a living 
man, " there stands Aileen's murderer, Ulick Dhu ! 
It is not for myself I care, for I would rather die 
than bear about this load o' misery. But that he 
should escape with his hands red with the darlin's 
blood, it is too much, too much ! " 

"Then, Philip Melledy," said the coroner, "you 
deny having committed this crime ? ^ 

** I do, on my knees.** 

**I trust, then, you may cause a jury of your 
countrymen* to believe so, but for me, L have only 
one duty to perforin, and circumstances clearly bear 
me out in my assumption — I must send you to trial." 

At this juncture, one of the jurymen, who thought 
he could perceive a meaning in ulick's peculiar, ill- 
concealed glance of savage delight, begged to be heard. 
Keeping his eye steadily on Ulick's face, he said with 
solemnity : 

" We have an old tradition here, that if a mur- 
derer lays his right hand upon the breast of his victim, 
declaring that lie had no act or part in the deed, 
speaking truly, no results will follow ; but if he 
swears falsely, the dead itself will testify against him, 
for the closed! wounds will reopen their mouths, and, to 
the confusion of the guilty one, the stream of life will 
flow once more for a slioii; space. It seems to me 
that this is a case in which the ordeal might be ap- 
plied.** 

" For my part,** said Phil, " I am willing to abide 
the test** 

" And you ? ** said the juror, with a penetrating glance 
at Uh'ck. 

" I,** said the latter, with an attempt at recklessness ; 
" why should I be subjected to such mummery f Who 
accuses me ? ** 

" I do,** thundered Phil ; " and I now insist upon 
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liis going through the trial. Myself will point out the 
way." 

bo saying, he approached the lifeless body, and, 
sinking on his knees, laid his right hand reverently 
on the heart, saying : 

" iMy blchsed Aileen, if your spirit lingers near, you 
know, niavourneen, that this hand would rather let 
my life-blood flow forth than offer you the shadow of 
an injury." 

They waited an instant — all was quiet Meantime 
Ulick, ))ersuading himself that it was but a form, and 
yet trembling to the very core, advanced. All eyes 
were upon him. 

** Why do all stare at me f " he cried. 

At last, with a tremendous effort, he knelt and at- 
tempted to stretch forth his hand. It seemed glued 
to his side. Starting to his feet again, he cried 
fiercely : 

" I will not do it Why should I f " 

"If you're innocent why should you feart" said 
Phil. 

** Fear," screamed the other. " I fear no one, neither 
dead nor living," said he, suddenly placing his hand 
upon the breast of the dead. 

** See ! see ! " cried Phil ; " the blood mounts up, it 
overflows." 

" It's a lie," madly exclaimed Ulick. 

But it wj\s no lie. The crimson stream welled up- 
ward, and flowed once more adown the breast of fair 
young Aileen, a murmur of awe and surprise break- 
ing from the assembled group, while the teiTors of 
discovered guilt and despair seized upon Llliek. 

" A bh'glit upon you all," he roared. ** It's a plot 
to take my life away, but Til baffle ye after all," has- 
tily drawing a pistol. 

It was iustantly wrested from him. Several of the 
bystandei*s flung themselves UDon him ; but the des- 
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perate resistance which he made, added to the fearful 
internal agony which he had just endured, caused him 
to break a blood vensel; rtnd in raving delirium the 
hardened 8inner*8 soul went to its last account in the 

f)re8ence of those whom, in his reckless villainy, he 
lad expected to destroy. 

Wonder succeeded wonder, and the mvstery was 
soon discovered to be no mystery at all, but the 
natural instrument in the hands of rrovidence to con- 
found the guilty. 

As, relapsing into his former listlessness, Phil was 
intently gazing on the body of his beloved, suddenly 
his heart pave one tremendous throb. 

"Hush,** he exclaimed, **I thought I heard a sound 
like — Ha! there it is again, a gasp, a gentle sob. 
Look ! her eyelids tremble. Heaven be praised ! She 
lives I'' 

And Phil sank upon his knees; a copious flood of 
teai-s, the first he had ever shed, relieved his over- 
charged feelings. 

It was true. She did live; froni loss of blood only 
had she fainted, and the excessive weakness had thus 
far prolonged the insensibility ; none of the stabs had 
reached a vital part, and it was the first eflx)rt of na- 
ture to resume its suspended faculties which had 
caused the blood once more to circulate, just at the in- 
stant which so signally established the guilt of the in- 
tended murderer. 

Aileen rapidly recovered from the eflfects of her 
wounds, jrave Phil Melledy her hand, and, profiting by 
tlie temble lesson which she had received, niade an 
estimable wife, and for many years she continued to be 
the presiding genius over a numerous and cheerful 
household near the green banks of the Shannon. 
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'T the time I'm spakin' of I was in the sarvice of 
Squire llackett, one of the warmest-lieaited ^n- 
tlemen within the four seas of Ireland. Twas 
he that could make twelve thousand pounds a year fly 
like dust before a strong wind, and he didn't go abroad 
to spend it, aither, like some o' the upstarts, but stopj)«d 
at home, as every Irish gentleman who loves his own 
green land ought to do. 

Now, it happenened that Ned Fogarty, a jovial 
bucko, that could take a glass with the best man in the 
barony, was the ganger of the district at the time, 
Bedad ! luany's the day he got invited to spread his 
legs under Squire Rackett's mahogimy, Tlie squire 
always had three hogsheads of poteen at one end of 
the dining-room, which he never paid a penny jooty on, 
bekase he knew Ned Fogarty, the jolly ganger, would 
niver lay an information again, him, on"^ account o' the 
warm welkim he always got at the squire's table. 

But Fogarty was too good a ganger to last long, and 
he soon had to give way to a black-muzzled rogue, one 
Jerry Cronin, from a diflferent parish. Well, one day 
thesouire had nearly a score of his fox-huntin' friends 
saited befoie a beautiful -spread table. 

Tlie three hogsheads stood in their owld place at one 
end o' the dining-roorp, exposed to every eve, while 
kiiive3 an' forks rattled away, and glasses' clinked 
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Powdher o' war ! what should I spy as I looked from 
the dinin{f-room window but Jerry Cionin, the new 
ganger, with a file o' the miHtiiry. " Blue murdher ! " 
whispered 1 to Squire Rackett, "what'U we do at all, 
at all I There's the new ganger an' the red-coats not 
the length of a goat's tail from tlie hall door. We'll be 
disgraced forever, for there's the three hogsheads stand- 
in' forninst their very eyes, and besides that, Cronin has 
a nose as sharp as a needle ! " 

*• Gentlemen," says the squire, starting up, " we're 
in a doldrum. There st^xnds three hogslieads of poteen, 
and this thieving new ganger has scented it. out." The 
words wasn't out of his mouth when we heard a rap 
at- the hall door, an', suru enough, there was Cronin 
and his gang. 

"Darby Donovan," says the squire to me, "you 
were always ready-witted an' cute at a scheme. How 
can you fix these still-hunters?" 

"Let them come in an' tJike pot-luck. Keep them 
discoorsin' as long as ye can, an' Til go bail I'll puzzle 
the ganger," says I. 

So in they came by the squire's ordei^s. Now, Jerry 
Cronin was a snarly little spidher, not much taller 
than a pint-mug. His legs resembled reapiu' hooks ; 
he'd a head like a fox, and an eye like a ferrit. 

" I am the new ganger," says he, tryin' to be polite 
an' soft spoken. " I am here in' consequence of infor- 
mation which charges you with having three kegs of 
illicit whisky in your dining-room, an' these must be 
the ones," says he, putting his nose over each cask. 

"So it seems," says the squire, giving me a knowing 
wink. 

I put the thumb of my right hand to the tip of my 
nose behind the gaugei^s back, while I returned the 
squire's wink an' quietly left the room. 

" Gentlemen, don't let this hiterruption spoil your 
appetites," said the squire. ^' Let me introduce you to 
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our new gauger and his body-guard. Thig is Mr. — ^ I 
liaven*t the pleasure of your name/' 

" Misther Jeremiah Cronin, Esquire,** says the little 
ganger, as proud as a paycock. When the introduc- 
tion was over they all sat down, glad to be invited by 
tlie squire. 

The officer commanding the sogers was a dashing 
young fellow, that didn't seem to relish the iooty he 
was on. Wliile they were gorging I popped quietly 
into tlie room. Says I, in a whisper, to the squire: 
" Keep them here till about ten o'clock. Kick up as 
much uproar an' singiu' as you can, and I'll be able to 
puzzle the ganger." 

Before I left the room Cronin rose from the table 
and wint over to fix his gimlet eye on each hogshead. 
After satisfying himself mat they wor full he sat down 
again. 

" I tell you, gentlemen," says he, " I'm no fool ; I 
have my wits about me. I've never been done yet 
Any man that can do me I'll shake hands with him* 
There's the tliree casks full o' poteen, and I mean to 
have then>. That's the chat" * 

*' Not if I can prevent it," says I to myself, as I quit- 
ted the room. 

" I am able to pay the fine ; that's one comfort,** 
said the souire. ** So we'll stick to our liquor and 
make a night of it" 

Cronin was gettin' purty full of liquor and impidence 
as the niglit wore on, for he drank more than any two 
men at the table. 

"You won't disturb us to-night," said the squire, 
" by removing these casks." 

I don't care who's disturbed," says Cronin. " I ex- 
pect a man with a cart any minit ; he has my orders to 
remove each o' thim hogsheads this blessed night" 

At that a few of the fox-huntera riz up and laid 
howid of him and tlu*eatened to take him out an* 
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pitch liim into a bog, neck an' crop ; the sfjuire liad to 
intercede tor hiui, or tliey wouldn't Lave left the rogue 
a whole rag on liis back. 

The young officer got his blood up agin the ganger, 
too. Says he : 

**I feel there's nothing more deg-rading to a soldier 
than to be compMlled to hunt with a still hound like 
thin upon snch a cursed expedition." 

** ril report ye for thut, " savH Cronin. 

** Yon be hanged ! " 8a)*8 the officer. " You are an 
iingnjteful cnv. or you wouldn't behave in such a man- 
ner to, a gentleman who received you with kindness 
and liospitality." 

** Hospitidity," says Cronin, ** will never bribe me 
from my jooty." 

The squire had to interfere again, and when peace 
was restored, he wln'spere<l to his friemls that it was 
my wish for them all to kick up as big an uproar as 

Eossible. They took the hint and kept at it to their 
eart's content till ten o'clock, when a knock canie to 
the door. It was the man Cronin expected with the 
cai't to cairy off tlie spirits- 

" All riglit," says Cronin. *' Now, officer, the cart's 
here. Duty is sacred, so ordlier a party of your men 
to remove these c^isks." 

The poor officer looked mighty confused at Squire 
Itickett, an' the squire looked jist as onaisy at him ; 
neither could spake a word. 

At last I broke tlie silence, rushed into the room, 
and roared out: Now that the cart is hej*e, gentle 
men, we better cairy out these empty casks ! " 

" Empty," cried Cronin, blazin' with liquor and au- 
thority. •* How empty they are. Come, officer, ordher 
yoor. min to remove the casks one at a time. You'll 
nnd them purty heavy." 

"Why, they are empty," says the officer, lookin' 
into the barrels — for there wasn't enough in diem to 
bring a tear to a fly's eye. Digitized byCoogle 
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" You must be drunk," says Cronin. 

** YouVe a fool," says the ofBcer ; ** and if you were 
sober I'd make your bones ache for bringing me on 
this fool's errand." 

" Murther alive I " says Cronin, after squintin' into 
the ca^ks, " I'm done at last, before my face. W hat's 
worse, I'll be dismissed. I could swear the casks wor 
full when I came into this room." 

" Shake hands, Cronin," says L " For a couple of 
hours ago I heard you bragg^n' that you'd shake hands 
with the man that would * do' you. You're a keen cus- 
tomer, but you'll never see the dny you're able to 
measure brains with Darby Donovan, an' that's myself 
Faix, your mother won't be so proud of you after this 
night Here's Cronin's health," says I, takin' up a 
glass of liquor, ^' an' may he always be as successful 
as he is to-night" 

When I drank that toast I thought the company 
would split their sides laughin'. 

Cronin and his gang had to leave with their hands 
as empty as when they came in. 

" How did you contrive to empty the casks, Darby t " 
fiays Squire Rackett 

" By the aid of a long auger," says I. " I went down 
to the room below us an' bored a hole through the 
boords of the ceiling. I then stufifed enough of paste 
between the casks an' the boords to prevent the whis- 
key from flowin' about thn room. After that I bored 
another hole in the cask itself, an' the blessed spirits 
came gushing out likiB a wateifall into all the big 
buckets I could find ; then I emptied it into a lot of 
small kegs an' canned it off to a safe place in the bog, 
where it now lies buried, until you wish me to bring 
it back to life — ^an' that's how I puzzled the gauger." 
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"^^YE mane to say you never visited the Lakes ^o 
Killarneyl Then you've missed the beau- 
tifullest si^ht tliat's ever blessed tlie eyes of 
mortal man. Well, to be;fin my story. Beside them 
lakes a {food king lived long ago, when Ireland enjoyed 
her ancient gh)ry, and resembled the picture the poet 
drew of her when he called her 

" First flower of the earthy 
First gem of the sea.'' 

Tliis king and his wife wor not like the royal rap- 
parees that live nowadays, for they loved their sub- 
jects as a father and mother loves their own chihlher. 

Indeed, the poor queen was too good for this world, 
and before drawing her last breath she called hor an- 
gel daughter to her bedside. Her heart was centered 
in tlie young princess, her only child, an' no wonder, 
for she wns as mild as a May-mornin\ with wavy, flaxen 
hair that *ud remind wan of a sliower o' sunbanies. 

" My darlin' child/' savs the queen, " in a few 
minutes my eyes will be closed forever. Come close 
to me, my beloved treasure; here, jewel, take this 
keepsake; bind up your golden hair with it, and as 
long as you wear it you'll think of your poor dead 
motlier, an' say a prayer for her." WHiile spakin' them 
words she h«nnded her daughter an ememld gem in the 
shape of a four-leaved shamrock, with a goold piu and 
a clasp to fasten it 
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"Don't lose it, aclioiTa, for your life," she said; 
" never allow any o' your sex to get possession of it, 
for it contains a chaiiu, and while ye wear it in your 
hair no one can ever iuirm ye ; but if it should be 
ever taken from ye by any womankind, she that 
would take it could torment and destroy ye, and if she 
had the face of a witch you'd have to take her appear- 
anc-e an' she'd have power to take yours, while she wore • 
the magical four-leaved shamixick," 

When the queen was dead, one lady of the coort, 
who had a mighty homely-lookin' daughter— troth, if 
she stared at a body tliere was about as much expres- 
sion in her gaze as there is iu the face of an eieht-day 
clock; but no matter. Her mother purtinded to be 
very hwin' to the young princess, an' spoke so tender- 
ly of the kinof's loss, when lo! and behowld ye! a 
year had liardly passed before his Majesty made tlie 
cunnin' owld dame his wife. At the first dinner they all 
took together the new queen gave wine to the princess 
an' wather to lier own daughter. At the next dinner 
she gave them both wine, but the third time the poor 
princess had to put up with water. An' before Ion? 
the thievin' owld queen, by schamin' an' lyin', tum^ 
the king entirely against his own daughter, an' when- 
ever there was a big party she was forbidden to join 
in it, for fear the young nobles an' princess would 
dance oftener with her than with her step-sister. 

The i)Oor princess s])ent a di\le of her time in her 
own room, but when the weather was fine she'd some- 
times walk out an' sit under the trees in the park. One 
day, while she was watchin' some swans sailin' about in 
the fountain, with her favorite wolf-dog by her side, 
she heard some one call her by name. Slie turned in 
the direction of the voice, and was surprised to see a 
brave young prince, belongin' to another province, who 
had often axed her for his brida 

All the blood in her veins rushed to her face when 
he spoke to her. V- i 
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To make a long story short, after a short discourse 
he follied her to the palace, where he paid his re- 
spects to her father and asked for her hand in marriage ; 
his presence an' fine language was so plazin' that the 
king gave his consent 

This action o' the king med the owld step-mother 
as mad as a hatter. Yin, an' her ugly daughter, too. 

The princess was playin' on a harp in the summer- 
house about three days before the time fixed for iier 
weddin' ; her only companion was her step-sister, who 
purtinded to love the ground the princess walked on, 
while in her deceitful heart slie wished the princess 
was buried in the watei-s o' the Poul-a-Dhoul. It hap- 
pened to be a warm evening, an' the princess went for 
a refreshing stroll along the shore o' the lakes. Her 
ugly step-sister was witli her to see that no accident 
should happen. 

Well, they hadn't walked much more than a mile 
before they reached a big round-tower which stood 
close to the water's edge. Night was conn'n' purty 
fast Ye could ketch a glimpse o' the moon an' round!- 
tower reflected in the lake. Suddenly the ugly step- 
sister thought it was high time to obey some private 
instructions her mother gave her. So, what did she 
do but grab the 3'oung princess by the goolden hair 
an' dluniv her bnck with all her strength against 
( the tower. She then grated her teeth together an 
screeched, in a voice uiore like a sarpint than a 
Christian : 

" Loose that emerald jewel — that fonr-leaved sham- 
rock from your hair — give it to me this niinit, or I'll 
dash ye from where ye stand on to the rocks in the 
wather below." 

The poor princess begged an' prayed for mercy, for- 
gettin' that when she had the four-leaved shamrock no 
one could barm her. So, in the height of her alarm, 
she unclasped the jewel an' fastened it in the hair of 
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her murderin^ step-sister. Well, begoira, in the wink- 
in' of an eye the appearance of both wor changed like 
mag'ic. 

The fair princess got the ugly look of her step-sister, 
while the step-sister got the beautiful face an' gooldep 
hair of the princess. 

" Now swear that you'll never tell any human bein', 
young or owld, what has happened, or I'll make ye 
food for the fishes in the lakes." 

So, to save her life, the princess took the oath. As 
they returned to the pahace the step-sister looked as 
beautiful as the lily an' the rose, while the face o* the 
princess was ugly enough to frighten the crows out 
of a corn-field, but their dispositions niver changed at 
all, at all. 

No livin' crature could see the change in them, 
bart-in' the wolf-dog o' the princess, an' he, poor baste, 
could never be coaxed to like the false step-sister, no 
matter how she patted an' soothered him. 

On the eve o' the weddin' day the young prince be- 
gan to look mighty puzzled an' anno3*ed by the con- 
ti*ary temper and coorse language of his intended wife ; 
ail' as the night wore on he seemed to take far more 
interest in the poor, ugly sister, for her kind smile an* 
cheeiful word, so gentle an' simple, charmed every 
one. Even the king grew as fond of her as if she was 
his own daughter. 

While walking through the grove that night the 
king was overtook by a little boy that was employed 
about the gardens o' the palace. 

" I ax yer majesty's pardon," said he, " but I couldn't 
help tellin' ye what 1 heerd the sister of the princeaa 
say to the wolf-dog last night when she thought every 
wan was sleep. She went out hito the garden, an' I 
thought it so quare that I crept after her in the shade 
till she went into the summer-house an' sobbed an* 
cried as if her tendher heart would break. 
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" ^ Ah, my poor, faithful wolf-dog,* says she. * Little 
does my fatlier, or the prince, that sliould be my hus- 
band, know what my wicked step-sister did to nie — 
how she threatened to drown me — till I was forced at 
last to take the charmed four-leaved shamrock from my 
hair, and clasp it on her own, and how our appear- 
ances were clianged from that moment 

" 'Ochone/ she went on. 'The prince little dreams 
that she he intends to many is not the princess of his 
heart, but the wicked daughter of a cruel mother. 

" * I am bound by a solemn oath not to reveal this 
treachery to any mortal being, but if I didn't speak 
out, my heart would break entirelj", and that is why 
I'm telling you,' says she to the wolf-dog; * for you're 
the truest friend I have.' " 

" An' then, your majesty, she cried so bitterly that 
the teal's rowled down her cheeks for all the world 
like a strame o' wather coorsin' over the white pebbles 
in the glen below. " 

** Troth, I hadn't a dhry eye in my own head, but 
for fear she should ketch me listenin' I kep' as still as 
a mouse, an' niver stirred from my hidin' place till 
I spied her goin' up the gi-avel walk and into the 
castle." 

" Don't whisper a word o' this to any one, at yonr 
peril," says the king to the boy, " an' I'll reward ye 
well for your diskiveiy." 

The king then went in an' requested the intended 
bridegroom and the princess to come into his own 

Erivate room, an' there, while all wor' wondering what 
e had to say, he asked the intended bride if she wore 
an emerald jewel, shaped like a four-leaved shamrock, 
in her liair. 

Faix, she reddened up to the two eyes ; her face 
was like the sinkin' sun. She didn't attempt to deny 
it, for she twigged the eye o' tlie prince fixed on the 
glistenin' gem. 
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'^ Will ye be so kind as to let all the company look 
at it I " says the king. 

Bedad, she was afraid to look crooked when the 
king spoke. " Oblige me now, ma'am," said he, " by 
opening the clasp/' 

** I don't know how," says she. 

'' Perhaps, madam," said he to his own daughter, 
" you can open it" 

'^ Oh, ye foresworn, ugly creature," said tlie false 
bride, "are ye not afeerd to break your solemn 
oath?" 

*'SIie broke no oatli," said the king. " She told her 
mournful story to her fond and trusty wolf-dog in the 
suninier-house last night, and he tliat overheard it told 
it to me." 

"Dear daughter," says he to the princess, "open 
the clasp." 

** Not while I have life or strength ! " screeched the 
false bride, darting like a wild baste at the princess. 

At that the king beckoned for three of the guards, 
and they found it no asey task to howld her while the 
princess loosened the cLosp. 

Begorra, the next minit she was ugly as sin, while 
the beautiful color and sweet faytures returned to the 
rale princess. 

The wicked girl an' her crafty mother war bound 
hand an' fut an' banished by the king from Ireland. 

The mannage o' the prince and princess was cele- 
brated witlioat delay. An' while they lived they never 
forgot to bless the day they got back the Four-Leaved 
Shamrock* 
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''On the high cliff from which ho sprang, now deemed a 

sacred place, 
The prints left by tlie horse's hoofs are phiin for all to trace; 

And still the stone where he alit, M*hoc*vor lik^may view. 
And see the signs and tokens there, that prove tlie^torv true/' 

71 Z>. Sullivan. 

jiHY i« it called the Priest's Leap? Fll try and 
make it plain to you, in a very few words, for 
Fm not over-fond myself of listening to a 
long-winded story. The prints of the horse's hoofs on 
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the high cliff, and the grooves sunk by his knees in 
the stone bellow it, are well-known land marks, that 
all the waters of the niigliry Athintic c*in never wa>»h 
away. Like the ancient round-towers of our beautiful 
sea-girt island, they will be pointed out to the curious 
stranger for generations yet to come. 

It happened in the penal days, when the life of the 
Soggartli Aroon wa^jn't worth a single hour's purchat;e. 
Tlie wil)- foreigners, who for centuriefi had plundered 
the land and tried to rule it, thought the simplest way 
to create a nation of contented slaves would be to 
strike down the shepherd of the flock, for whenever 
sickness crossed the tlireshcild of the impoverished, 
whom had they to look to but the Soggarth 1 Wlio 
brought food to the hungry and comtort to the sore- 
hearted, if it wasn't the Soggarth? Who lit up the 
dark road beyond the grave witli the sun- ray of hope, 
but the peopie*s own Soggarth Aroon t 

Well, the keen-eyed filibusters, seeing and knowing 
all this, lost little time in taking advantage of it, and 
in tlie language of Davis : 

'' They bribed the flock, they bribed the son, 

To sell the priest and rob the sire; 
Their dogs were taught ahke to run 

Upon the scent of wolf and friar/' 

If }''0u will but take one glance at a more remote 
period of our country's history you'll learn that, whea 
the invader first put the print of his iron foot upon our 
green valleys, t)ie native ishindei-s were famed for 
learning and valor, and when the choice was offered 
that they should adopt the religion of the spoiler or 
have the hatred of a powei*ful enemy, the offer was re- 
jected with scorn, and this was the answer sent back 
by the big-hearted Irish prince : 

"Tell the Saxon roboer he has my castles, my 
lands, my cattle, and my coffers. Let him at lea«t 
leave me my faith and my liberty. They are alll am 
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now possessed of; from God I have received them 
and to God alone will I yield them up." 

But to return to my subject, wliich is of a more re- 
cent date — indeed, no longer ago than the last century. 
At this unhappy^eriod the penal laws were in full swing. 

The chapels of the people were closed by govern- 
ment proclamation; convents and monasteries were 
suppressed ; blood-money was offered in large sums for 
the capture of bishops, priests, and monks, and large 
rewards were paid to spies and informers. The priest 
hunters, as they were called at the time, were abroad, 
both foot and dragoon. The people were disarmed, 
according to law ; domiciliary visits in quest of the 
Soggarth were made at* all hours. Many of the clergy 
escaped to foreign lands, and many took to the moun- 
tains and caverns to elude the blooa-hounds of the gov- 
ernment But the people, having found out the places 
where their beloved clergy were forced to take refuge, 
flocked from all directions to congregate in the lone- 
some glen, the gloomy cave, or the mountain top, on 
Sund<nys and festivals, to attend Mixss and worship 
their ^laker in spite of the proclamation. 

One Sunday morning, shortly after the end of de- 
votions in a certain sea-side cave, the faithful flock 
having separated and returned to their several abodes, 
it happened that the old priest, who was a man of 
apostolic piety, had barely time to unrobe and pack 
his saddle-bags when he was hastily summoned to the 
bedside of a dying mnn in a cabin not three miles 
away from the headland from which he afterward 
took tlie wonderful leap. He annved just in time to 
administer the last rites of religion to the poor man, 
who was near the end of his earthly pilgriniage, and 
was once more in his saddle when he found himself 
suddenly surrounded by about a dozen of his anxious 
flock with pale faces and sorrowful voices beseeching 
him with tears in their eyes to save himsel£ 
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" YouVe not a minit to spare. Father, jewel,'' cried 
one. " The priest hunters are on the scint. They 
got wind o' your presence this inoi'ning in the cave 
below, and they're scouriri' the country in search o* ye. 
This blessed minit they're gallopin' like mad up the 
mountain pass. Some murdherin' infoi*mer has sowld 
the pass on you and put them on your track. Tliey 
have swords and guns, and are pantin' like bloodhounds 
for your life. Hark ! d'3"e hear that f 'Tis the sound 
o' their horses' hoofs. Fly, Father, for your life, an' 
may the blessin' of Heaven attend and guard you, our 
own Sogg.irth Aroon ! " 

Now, what was the priest to dof He had either to 
turn back ;ind meet the bloodthirsty dragoons, or face 
the cliffs and be dashed to pieces. It was certain 
death, whichever way he rode. 

His mind was made up in an instant, and turning 
to his beloved flock with upraised hands he invoked 
Heaven to bless them, then, putting spurs into his 
horse's flanks, he prepared to start for the cliffs, when 
suddenly he changed his mind, as it seemed, checked 
the horse, nud turning in his saddle, addressed a few 
words to his devoted followei's : 

'* God bless you all, my dear friends ; in my haste 
I had almost departed without a word to express my 
gratitude for the undying love you have always 
shown me." 

'' Be not alarmed on my account ^ I would have 
stood by you to the last, but Heaven ordains it 
otherwise. Farewell, my loving friends, and if I 
should happen to lose my life, let it console you when 
you remember it was in a good cause, and it will be 
to your credit and glory when you reflect, to know 
that the old faith burns as pure and bright to-day in 
our persecuted land as it aid when St Patrick ]^rst 
lighted the torch of Christianity on the Hill of Tara.** 

^' God bless and spare our own Soggaith, aroon,'' 
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shouted his little flock ; but before tlie echo of theixr 
voices had ce^ised, the quick eye of their white-hairec3 
pastor cauglit sijfht, for the first time, of the troop o^ 
priest-huntera riding pell-mell from behind a small 
plantjition that skirted the road, about half a nn\& 
from where he ntood. 

"Ochone, wiirnsthrue, 'tis too late, too late; our 
darling Soggarth is doomed/' cried the little band. 

"Look to your own safety, my loving friends,** 
said the noble-liearted priest "Kemember that if 
you are known to have warned me of their approach, 
you will be compelled to se.-il your fidelity to me with 
your lives. You have wives and children to protect. 
I am alone ; leave me to meet my fate. Your uu- 
selfiiih devotion inspires me >vith hope. So, once 
more, my dear fiiends, farewell! Return to your 
homes, and at your devotions offer up a heartfelt 
prayer for your pastor and the success of the glorious 
old cause of faith and fatherland." 

In a moment after the grand old Soggarth was 
riding toward the cliff; it was death before him and 
death behind. Yet he heeded not^ but rode straight 
on. Volley after volley from the guns of the priest- 
hunters was fired after him. Whiz, whiz, went the 
bullets like hailstones, whistling around his venerable 
head. He was still unharmed, and still rode onward. 
Before reaching the cliff he turned, and saw his 
blood-thirstv pursuers not fifty yards behhid him. 

" Ha, ha,** laughed the leader of the troop, " the 
priestly rebel is in the toils at last We'll have him 
now, dead or alive.'* 

The old priest saw at a glance he had no mercy to 
expect from his foes. So he took from the inside 
pocket of his coat the pyx with its sacred contents, 
which be had carried from the cavern that morning 
before attending the sick call. 

On reaching the cliff he bold aloft the blessed 
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shrine, and, as he stood on the brink of eternity, 
offered up a fervent prayer. Still the bulletii were 
dropping 'round him as thick as snow fl«tkes; bis 
hunters yelled with delight, but their exultation was 
very soon cut short by a miracle which bafflt*s all de- 
scription. The hor^e, with its sainily rider^ after 
bonnding over the cliff, w*as seen by his pursuers 
suspended in the air. 

On nearinff the cliff, the wonder-stricken olood* 
hunters, on tlieir prancing steeds, were spell bound. 
As they beheld what they 8up])Ohed lo be the npectral 
forms of the ho)*se and its rider in the air, far above 
the level of the cliff, for a moment the troops stood as 
niolionless as statues. On recovering their senses, 
the vision of the white-haired priest was no longer to 
be seen. 

The dragoons were obliged to return from the hunt 
with empty hands However, it is a fact tliat the 
good priest was seen shortly after by nuuiy of his 
flock, for, through tiie interpo.sition of Divine Provi- 
dence, he miraculously survived the fall, and rode 
away safe and sound* from the snares of his enemies. 
And the sti-anger who wishes to prove the truth of the 
story can satisfy himself by going to the seashore, 
where he may see the stone and examine the marks. 

Muy feci and count each notch and line, may measure, if he 

please, 
The dint made by the horse's head, the' grocves sunk by his 

knees, 
And place his fingers in the holes — for there they are to-day — 
Made by the fingers of the priest who leaped across the bay. 
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